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Bebfcation 


TO THE MEMORY OF A FATHER AND MOTHER 
WHOSE SELF-SACRIFICE, HIGH SYMPATHY, AND 
DEVOTION THE WRITING OF THIS STORY HAS 
CAUSED TO LIVE AFRESH IN THE EVER- 
GROWING, NEVER - AGING GRATITUDE OF 
THEIR SON 




HEMP 




HEMP 

•The Anglo-Saxon* farmers had scarce conquered 
foothold, stronghold, freehold in the Western 
wilderness be^re they became sowers of hemp — 
with remembrance of Virginia, with remembrance 
of dear, ancestral Britain. Away back in the days 
when they lived with wife, child, flock in frontier 
wooden fortresses and hardly ventured forth for 
water, salt, game, tillage — in the very summer of 
that wild daylight ride of Tomlinson and Bell, by 
comparison with which, my children, the mid- 
night ride of Paul Revere was as tame as the 
pitching of a rocking-horse in a boy’s nursery — 
on that history-making twelfth of August, of the 
year 1782, when these two backwoods riflemen, 
during that saipe Revolution, the Kentuckians 
then fighting a branch of that same British army, 
rushed out of Bryan’s Station for the rousing of 
the *sttlements and the saving- of the West — hemp 
was growing tall and thick near the walls of the 
fort. 
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THE INCREASING PURPOSE 


Hemp in Kentucky in 1782 — early landmark 
in the history of the soil, of the people. Culti- 
vated first for the needs of cabin ancf^learing 
solely ; for twine and*rope, towel ^and tables sheet 
and shirt. By and by not for cabin ^nd clearing 
only ; not for tow-homespun, fur-clad Kentucky 
alone. To the north had begun tlte building 
"Bf ships, American ships for American com- 
merce, for American arms, for a nation which 
Nature had herself created and had di»-, 
tinguished as a sea-faring race. To the south 
had begun the raising of cotton. ^As the great 
period of shipbuilding went on — greatest during 
the twenty years or more ending in i860; as the 
great period of cotton-raising and cotton-baling 
went on — never so great before as that in that 
same year — the two parts of the nation looked 
equally to the one border plateau lying between 
them, to several counties of Kentucky, for most 
of the nation’s hemp. It was in those days of the 
North that the Constitution was rigged with Russian 
hemp on one side, with American hemp on the 
other, for a patriotic test of the superiority of 
home-grown, home-prepared fibre ; and thanks to 
the latter, before those days ended with, the out- 
break of the Civil War, the country had become 
second to Great Britain alone in her ocean oraft, 
and but little behind that mistress of the seas. So 
that in response to this double demand for* hemp 
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on the American ship* and hemp on the southern 
plantation, at the close of that period of national 
history on land and sea, from those few counties of 
Kentucky, in the year 1859* were taken well-nigh 
forty ^thousand tons of the well-cleaned bast. 

What history it wrought in those years, directly 
for the republic, indirectly for the world ! What 
ineflaceable niarks it left on Kentucky itself, lancC 
land-owners ! To ‘make way for it, a forest the 
•like of which no hnman eye will ever see again was 
felled ; and with the forest went its pastures, its 
waters. Theg’oads of Kentucky, those long lime- 
stone turnpikes connecting the towns and villages 
with the farms — they were early made necessary 
by the hauling of the hemp. For the sake of it 
slaves were perpetually being trained, hired, 
bartered ; lands perpetually rented and sold ; 
fortunes made or lost. The advancing price of 
farms, the westward movement of poor families 
and consequent dispersion of the Kentuckians 
over cheaper territory, whitjjer they carried the 
same passion for the cultivation of the same 
plant, — thus making Missouri the second hemp- 
producing state.in the Union, — the regulation of 
the houre in the Kentucky cabin, in the house, 
at the rope-walk, in the factory, — what phase of 
life Vent unaffected by the pursuit and fascination 
of it. Thought, care, hope of the farmer often- 
times throughout the entire year ! Upon it 
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depending, it may be, the College of his son, the 
accomplishments of his daughter, the luxuries of 
his wife, the house he would build, the stock die 
could own. His own pleasures aIso ; his ‘deer- 
hunting in the South, his fox-hunting at home, 
his fishing on the great lakes, his excursions on 
,.the old floating palaces of the Mississippi down 
to New Orleans — all these depending in large 
measure upon his hemp, that* thickest gold-dust 
of his golden acres. 

With the Civil War began the long decline, 
%sting still. The record stands tljat throughout 
the one hundred and twenty-five odd years elapsing 
from the entrance of the Anglo-Saxon farmers into 
the wilderness down to the present time, a few 
counties of Kentucky have furnished army and 
navy, the entire country, with all but a small 
part of the native hemp consumed. Little gffyn- 
paratively is cultivated in Kentucky rtow. The 
traveller may still see it here and Jtjiere, crowning 
those ever -renewing, self- renewing, inexhaustible 
fields. But the time cannot be far distant when 
the industry there will have become extinct. Its 
place in the nation’s markets will be still further 
taken by metals, by other fibres, by finer varieties 
of the same fibre, by the same variety cultivated 
in soils less valuable. The history of it in 
Kentucky will be ended, and, being ended, lost. 
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Some morning wHen the roar of March winds 
is no more heard in the tossing woods, but along 
still ^irown boughs a faint, veil -like greenness 
run# ; when ev^ry spring, v^elling out of the soaked 
eartii, trickles through banks of sod unbarred by 
ice ; before a bee is abroad under the calling ^y ; 
before the red of apple-buds becomes a sign in the 
low orchards, or the high song of the thrushes 
pouring forth fat* away at wet pale-green sunsets, 
the sower, the earliest sower of the hemp, goes 
forth into the fields. ^ 

Warm tjjey must be, soft and warm, trapb 
fields, its chosen birthplace. Upturned by the 
plough, crossed and recrossed by the harrow, clod- 
less, levelled, deep, fine, fertile — some extinct 
river -bottom, some valley threaded by streams, 
some table-land of mild rays, moist airs, alluvial 
or limestone soils — such is the favourite cradle 
of the hemp in Nature. Back and forth with 
measured tread, with measured distance, broadcast 
the sower sows, scattering^ with plenteous hand 
those small oval-shaped fruits, gray-green, black- 
striped, heavily packed with living marrow. 

Lightly covered over by drag or harrow, under 
the roHed earth now they lie, those mighty, those 
inert seeds. Down into the darkness about them 
th% sun rays penetrate day by day, stroking them 
with the brushes of light, prodding them with 
spears of flame. Drops of nightly dews, drops 
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from the coursing clouds, trfckle down to them, 
moistening the dryness, closing up the little Iwllows 
of the ground, drawing the particles of materti'al 
earth more closely. Suddenly — as .an insect •that 
has been feigning death cautiously unrolls ifself 
and starts into action — in each seed the great 
iniraclo of life begins. Each awakens as from 
a^sleep, as from pretended death. It starts, it 
moves, it bursts its ashen woody %hell, it takes two 
opposite courses, the white, fibril -tapered rootf 
hurrying away from the sun ; the tiny stem, 
bearing its lance-like leaves, ascend^g graceful, 
brave like a palm. 

Some morning, not many days later, the farmer, 
walking out into his barn lot and casting a look in 
the direction of his field, sees — or does he not see ? 
— the surface of it less dark. What is that un- 
certain flush low on the ground, that irresistible 
rush of multitudinous green A fortnight, and 
the field is brown no longer. Overflowing it, 
burying it out of sight, is the shallow tidal sea of 
the hemp, ever rippling. Green are the woods 
now with their varied greenness. Green are the 
pastures. Green here and there ajre the fields : 
with the bluish green of young oats and wheat ; 
with the gray green of young barley and rye ; 
with orderly dots of dull dark green in vast an4y 
— the hills of Indian maize. But as the eye 
sweeps the whole landscape undulating far and 
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near, from the hues bf tree, pasture, and corn of 
every kind, it turns to the colour of the hemp. 
"^Yith "^hat in view, all other shades in Nature 
seem*dead and .count for nothing. Far reflected, 
conspicuous*, brilliant, strange ; masses of living 
emerald, saturated with blazing sunlight. 

Darker, always darker turns the hemp as it 
rushes upward : scarce darker as to the stemldST 
stalks which are Mdden now ; but darker in the 
tops. Yet here •two shades of greenness : the 
male plants paler, smaller, maturing earlier, 
dying first the females darker, taller, living 
longer, more luxuriant of foliage and flowering 
heads. 

A hundred days from the sowing, and those 
flowering heads have come forth with their mass 
of leaves and bloom and earliest fruits, elastic, 
swaying six, ten, twelve feet from the ground and 
ripe for cutting, A hundred days reckoning from 
the last of March or the last of April, so that it is 
July, it is August. And now, borne far through 
the steaming air floats an odour balsamic, startling : 
the odour of those plumes and stalks and blossoms 
from which is gxuding freely the narcotic resin of 
the great nettle. The nostril expands quickly, 
the lungs swell out deeply to draw it in : fragrance 
onCe known in childhood, ever in the memory 
afterward, and able to bring back to the wanderer 
homesick thoughts of midsummer days in the 
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shadowy, many-toned woods, over into which is 
blown the smell of the hemp-fields. 

Who apparently could number the acres pf 
these in the days gone by ! A .land of hemp, 
ready for the cutting ! The oats he«vy-he|ded, 
rustling, have turned to gold and been stacked in 
the stybble or stored in the lofts of white, bursting 
barns. The heavy-headed, rustling wheat has 
turned to gold and been stacked in the stubble or 
sent through the whirling thresher. The barley ' 
and the rye are garnered and gone, the landscape 
has many bare and open spaces. But separating 
these everywhere, rise the fields of^ Indian corn 
now in blade and tassel ; and — more valuable than 
all else that has been sown and harvested or " 
remains to be — everywhere the impenetrable 
thickets of the hemp. 

Impenetrable ! For close together stand the 
stalks, making common cause for soil and light, 
each but one of many, the fibre being better when 
so grown — as is also the fibre of men. Impene- 
trable and therefore weedless ; for no plant life 
can flourish there, nor animal nor bird. Scarce a 
beetle runs bewilderingly through tj^ose forbidding 
colossal solitudes. The field-sparrow will flutter 
away from pollen-bearing to pollen-receiving top, 
trying to beguile you from its nest hidden near flie 
edge. The crow and the blackbird will seem to 
love it, having a keen eye for the cutworm', its 



THE INCREASING PURPOSE ii 

only enemy. The ijuail does love it, not for itself, 
but for its protection, leading her brood into its . 
l^byr’Inths out of the dusty road when danger" 
draws near. , Best of all winged creatures it is 
lovfd by the iris-eyed, burnish-breasted, murmur- 
ing doves, already beginning to gather in the 
deadened tree-tops with crops eager for the seed. 
Well remembered also by the long-flight passenger 
pigeon, coming into the land for the mast. Best 
of all wild things whose safety lies not in the wing 
but in the foot, it is loved by the hare for its 
young, for refuge. Those lithe, velvety, summer- 
thin bodies^ Observe carefully the tops of the 
still hemp : are they slightly shaken ? Among 
the bases of those stalks a cotton-tail is threading 
its way inward beyond reach of its pursuer. Are 
they shaken violently, parted clean and wide to 
right and left ? It is the path of the dog follow- 
ing the hot scent — ever baflled. 

A hundred days to lift out of those tiny seed 
these powerful stalks, hollow, hairy, covered with 
their tough fibre, — that strength of cables when 
the big ships are tugged at by the joined fury of 
wind and oce|n. And now some morning at the 
corner, of the field stand the black men with hooks 
and whetstones. The hook, a keen, straight 
blade, bent* at right angles to the handle two feet 
from tile hand. Let these men be the strongest ; 
no "weakling can handle the hemp from seed to 
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seed again. A heart, the dooi% and walls of which 
are in perfect order, through which flows freely 
the full stream of a healthy man’s red blood j 
lungs deep, clear, easily filled, easily emptied*; a 
body that can bend and twist and be straightened 
^^in in ceaseless rhythmical movement ; limbs 
tireless ; the very spirit of primeval manVonquer- 
mg primeval nature — all these go into the cutting 
of the hemp. The leader strides to the edge, and 
throwing forward his left arm, along which the 
muscles play, he grasps as much as it will em- 
brace, bends the stalks over, and with his right 
hand draws the blade through them an inch or 
more from the ground. When he has gathered 
his armful, he turns and flings it down behind 
him, so that it lies spread out, covering, when 
fallen, the same space it filled while standing. 
And so he crosses the broad acres, and so each of 
the big black followers, stepping one by one to a 
place behind him, until the long, wavering, whitish 
green swaths of the prostrate hemp lie shimmering 
across the fields. Strongest now is the smell of it, 
impregnating the clothing of the men, spreading 
far throughout the air. , 

So it lies a week or more drying, dying, till the 
sap is out of the stalks, till leaves and blossoms 
and earliest ripened or unripened fruits ‘wither artd 
drop off, giving back to the soil the nourishment 
they have drawn from it ; the whole top bein|; 
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thus otherwise wasted — that part of the hemp 
which every year the dreamy millions of the 
Oridlft still consume in quantities beyond human 
computation, and for the dove of which the very 
history of. this plant is lost in the antiquity of 
India and Persia, its home — ^land of narcotics and 
desires add dreams. 

Then thfe rakers with enormous wooden rakei^ 
they draw the. stalks into bundles, tying each with 
‘the hemp itself. . Following the binders, move the 
waggon-beds or slides, gathering the bundles and 
carrying them to where, huge, flat, and round, the 
stacks begin* to rise. At last these are well built ; 
the gates of the field are closed or the bars put 
up ; waggons and labourers are gone ; the brown 
fields stand deserted. 

One day something is gone from earth and 
sky ; Autumn has come, season of scales and 
balances, when the Earth, brought to judgment 
for its fruits, says, ‘ I have done what I could — 
now let me rest ! ’ * 

Fall ! — and everywhere the. sights and sounds 
of falling. In the woods, through the cool silvery 
air, tlyj leaves, so indispensable once, so useless 
now. Bright day aftei* bright day, dripping night 
after dripping night, the never-ending filtering or 
gusty fall of leaves. The fall of walnuts, dropping 
from bare boughs with muffled boom into the deep 



14 THE INCREASING PURPOSE 

grass. The fall of the hickory-nut, rattling noisily 
down through the scaly limbs and scattering its 
hulls among the stones of the brook below. *^The 
fall of buckeyes, rolling like balls of mahogany 
into the little dust paths made by sheep, in the hot 
months when they had sought those roofs of leaves. 
The fall of acorns, leaping out of theft* matted 
■green cups as they strike the rooty earth. The 
fall of red haw, persimmon, and, pawpaw, and the 
odorous wild plum in its valley thickets. The fall < 
of all seeds whatsoever of the forest, now made 
ripe in their high places and sent back to the 
ground, there to be folded in agaiifst the time 
when they shall arise again as the living genera- 
tions ; the homing, downward flight of the seeds 
in the many-coloured woods all over the quiet 
land. 

In the fields, too, the sights and sounds of fall- 
ing, the fall of the standing fatness. The silent 
fall of the tobacco, to be hung head downward in 
fragrant sheds and barns. The fellilig whack of 
the corn-knife and thft rustling of the blades, as 
the workman gathers within his arm the topheavy 
stalks and presses them into the bulging shock. 
The fall of pumpkins into the slow-drawn waggons, 
the shaded side of them still white with the morn- 
ing rime. In the orchards, the fall of appks shakan 
thunderously down, and the piling or these in 
sprawling heaps near the cider mills. In the vine- 
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yarSs the fall of sugaring grapes into the baskets 
and the bearing of them to the winepress in the 
cool^fcnshine, where there is the late droning of 
beds |bout the sweet pomace. 

But of %11 that the earth has yielded with or 
without the farmer’s help, of all that he can call his 
own withif! the limits of his land, nothing pleases 
him better than those still, brown fields where the 
shapely stacks stan(J amid the deadened trees. Two 
, gionths have pass^, the workmen are at it again. 
The stacks are torn down, the bundles scattered, 
the hemp spread out as once before. There to lie 
till it shall be^ew-retted or rotted ; there to suffer 
freeze and thaw, chill rrins, locking frosts and 
loosening snows — all the action of the elements — 
until the gums holding together the filaments of 
the fibre rot out and dissolve, until the bast be 
separated from the woody portion of the stalk, and 
the stalk itself be decayed and easily broken. 

Some day you walk across the spread hemp, 
your foot go^ through at each step, you stoop, 
and taking several stalks, ^ap them readily in 
your fingers. The ends stick out clean apart; 
and lo ! hanging between them, there it is at last 
— a festoon of wet, coarse, dark gray riband, 
wedth of the hemp, sail of the wild Scythian 
'centuries Horace ever sang of him, sail of 

the Roman, dress of the Saxon and Celt, dress of 
the Kentucky pioneer. 
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The rakers reappear at intervals of dry weather, 
and draw the hemp into armfuls and set it up in 
shocks of convenient size, wide flayed the 
bottom, well pressed in and bound at the tgp^'sc 
that the slanting sides may catch the^ drying sun 
and the sturdy base resist the strong winds. ‘And 
now the fields are as the dark browi» camps ol 
-armies — each shock a soldier’s tent. Yet not 
dark always ; at times snow-covered ; and then 
the white tents gleam for miles in the wintej 
sunshine — the snow-white tents of the camping 
hemp. 

Throughout the winter and on intt) early spring, 
as days may be warm or the hemp dry, the break- 
ing continues. At each nightfall, cleaned and 
baled, it is hauled on waggon-beds or slides to 
the barns or the hemphouses, where it is weighed 
for the work and wages of the day. 

Last of all, the brakes having been taken from 
the field, some night — dear sport for the lads ! — 
takes place the burning of the ‘hempherds,’ thus 
returning their elements to the soil. To kindle a 
handful of tow and fling it as a fire-brand into 
one of those masses of tinder ; to see the flames 
spread and the sparks rush like swarms of red bees 
skyward through the smoke into the awful abysses 
of the night ; to run from gray heap Ao gray hf ap, 
igniting the long line of signal-fires, until the whole 
earth seems a conflagration and the heavens are as 
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rosy as at morn ; to ^ook far away and descry (m 
the horizon an array of answering lights ; not in 
one , direction only, but leagues away, to see the 
fainter, ever fainter glow of burning hempherds — 
this, too, is one of the experiences, one of the 
menK>ries. 

And n®w along the turnpikes the great loaded 
creaking waggons pass slowly to the towns, bear- 
ing the hemp to the factories, thence to be scattered 
over land and sea. Some day, when the winds of 
March are dying Sown, the sower enters the field 
and begins where he began twelve months before. 

A round year of the earth’s changes enters into 
the creation of the hemp. The planet has de- 
scribed its vast orbit ere it be grown and finished. 
All seasons are its servitors ; all contradictions 
and extremes of Nature meet in its making. The 
vernal patience of the warming soil ; the long, 
fierce arrows of the summer heat, the long, silvery 
arrows of the summer rain ; autumn’s dead skies 
and sobbing winds ; winter’s sternest, all-tightening 
frosts. Of none but strong- virtues is it the sum. 
Sickness or infirmity it knows not. It will have a 
mother young and vigorous, or none ; an old or 
weak or exhausted soil cannot produce it. It will 
endure no roof of shade, basking only in the eye 
of ^he fatherly sun, and demanding the whole sky 
for the walls of its nursery. 

Ah ! type, too, of our life, which also is earth- 
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sown, earth-rooted ; which must struggle up^ward, 
be cut down, rotted and broken, ere the separation 
take place between our dross and our wd^ — 
poor perishable shard* and immortal fibre., Oh, 
the mystery, the mystery of that grovuth from the 
casting of the soul as a seed into the dark iarth, 
until the time when, led through HI natural 
changes and cleansed of weakness,* it is borne 
from the fields of its nativity for the long service. . 



The century just past had not begun the race of 
• ks many-footed years when a neighbourhood of 
Kentucky pioneers, settled throughout the green 
valleys of the silvery Elkhorn, built a church in 
the wilderness, and constituted themselves a wor- 
shipping association. For some time peace of one 
sort prevailed among them, if no peace of any other 
sort w^ procurable around. But by and by there 
arose sectarian quarrels with other backwoods folk 
who also wished to worship God in Kentucky, and 
hot personal disputes among the members — as is 
the eternal law. So that the church grew as grow 
infusorians anS certain worms, — by fissure, by 
periodical splittings and breakings to pieces, each 
spontaneous division becoming a new organism. 
The first church, however, for all that it split off 
and cast cff, seemed to lose nothing of its vitality 
or fighting qualities spiritual and physical (the 
streftuous lifd in those days !) ; and there came a 
tim^when it took offence at one particular man in 
its membership on account of the liberality of his 
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religious opinions. This Pettier, an old Indian 
fighter whose vast estate lay about half-way between 
the church and the nearest village, had buif^him- 
self a good brick hou^e in the Virginian style ; and 
it was his pleasure and his custom to ask travelling 
preachers to rest under his roof as they rode Either 
and thither throughout the wilderness — Zion’s 
weather-beaten, solitary scouts. 

While giving entertainment to man and beast, 
if a Sunday came round, he vwjuld further invite* 
his guest, no matter what kind of faith the vessel 
held, if it only held any faith, to ride with him 
through the woods and preach to his brethren. 
This was the front of his offending. For since he 
seemed brother to men of every creed, they charged 
that he was no longer of their faith (the only true 
one). They considered his case, and notified him 
that it was their duty under God to expel him. 

After the sermon one Sunday morning of 
summer the scene took place. They had asked 
* what he had to say, and silence had followed. Not 
far from the church doors the bright Elkhorn (now 
nearly dry) swept past in its stately shimmering 
flood. The rush of the water qver the stopped 
mill-wheel, that earliest woodland music of civilisa- 
tion, sounded loud amid the suspense and the 
stillness. * * 

He rose slowly from his seat on the bench in 
front of the pulpit — for he was a deacon — and 
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turned squarely at thdhi ; speechless just then, f^r 
he was choking with rage, 

‘ brethren,’ he said at length slowly, for he 
wotil 4 not speak until he had himself under con- 
trol, ‘I think we all remember what it is to be 
persecuted for religion’s sake. . Long before we 
came togefher in Spottsylvania County, Virginia, 
and organised ourselves into a church and travelled 
as a church over the mountains into this wilderness, 
ivorshipping by thf way, we knew what it was to 
be persecuted. Some of us were sent to jail for 
preaching the Gospel and kept there ; we preached 
to the people ^through the bars of our dungeons. 
Mobs were collected outside to drown our voices ; 
we preached the louder and some jeered, but some 
felt sorry and began to serve God. They burned 
matches and pods of red pepper to choke us ; they 
hired strolls to beat drums that we might not be 
heard for the din. Some of us knew what it was 
to have live snakes thrown into our assemblages 
while at wor^ip ; or nests of live hornets. Or to 
have a crowd rush into the church with farming 
tools and whips and club?. , Or to see a gun 
levelled at one of us in the pulpit, and to be 
dispersed with firearms. Harder than any of these 
things to stand, we have known what it is to be 
slandered. But no single man of us, thank God, 
ever stopped for these' things or for anything. 
Thirty years and more this lasted, until we and ^ 
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such as we found a friend in Patrick Henry. Now, 
we hear that by statute all religious believers in 
Virginia have been made equal as respects the 
rights and favours of the law. c 

‘ But you know it was partly to escape intoler- 
able tyranny that we left our mother countr^ and 
travelled a path paved with suffering ‘and lined 
with death into this wilderness. For in this virgin 
land we thought we should be free to worship God 
according to our consciences. r • 

‘ Since we arrived you know what our life has 
been, — how we have fought and toiled and suffered 
all things together. You recall how* lately it was 
that when we met in the woods for worship, — 
having no church and no seats, — we men listened 
and sang and prayed with our rifles on our 
shoulders.’ 

He paused, for the memories hurt him 
cruelly. 

‘ And now you notify me that you intend to 
expel me from this church as a man Ho longer fit 
to worship my Maker in your company. Do you 
bring any charge against my life, my conduct 
None. Nothing but that, as a ^liever in the 
living God — whom honestly I try to serve.accord- 
ing to my erring light — I can no longer have a 
seat among you — not believing as you believe. 
But this is the same tyranny that you found 
unendurable in Spottsylvania. You have begun it 
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in Kentucky. You ftave been at it already 
long ? Well, my brethren, I’ll soon end your 
tyranny over me. You need not turn me out. 
And i need not change my religious opinions. I 
will FO out.<* But ’ 

He wheeled round to the rough pulpit on 
which lay*the copy of the Bible that they had 
brought with them from Virginia, their Ark of the 
Covenant on the way, seized it, and fac«d them 
«gain. He strode toward the congregation as far 
as the benches would allow — not seeing clearly, for 
he was sightless with his tears. 

‘ But,’ he ‘roared, and as he spoke he struck 
the Bible repeatedly with his clenched fist, ‘by 
the Almighty, I will build a church of my own to 
Him ! To Him ! do you hear ? not to your 
opinions of Him nor mine nor any man’s ! I 
will cut off a parcel of my farm and make a 
perpetual deed of it in the courts, to be held in 
trust for ever. And while the earth stands, it shall 
stand, free to"" all Christian believers. I will build 
a school- house and a meeting-house, where any 
child may be free to learn and any man or woman 
free to worship.’ 

He put the Bible back with shaking arms and 
turned on them again. 

‘As for you, my brethren,’ he said, his face 
purple and distorted with passion, ‘ you may be 
saved in your crooked, narrow way, if the mercy 
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Ojf God is able to do it. But you are close to the 
jaws of Hell this day ! ’ 

He went over into a corner for his hat, Cook 
his wife by the hand and held it tightly, ga^ered 
the flock of his children before himf and drove 
them out of the church. He mounted his horse, 
lifted his wife to her seat behind him, saw his 
children loaded on two other horses,' and, leading 
the way across the creek, disappeared in the 
wilderness. ' 



II 

Some sixty-five years later, one hot day of mid- 
summer in i 865 -^»one Saturday afternoon — ^a lad 
was cutting weeds in a woodland pasture ; a big, 
raw-boned, demure boy of near eighteen. 

He had oh heavy shoes, the toes green with 
grass stain : the leather so seasoned by morning 
dews as to be like wood for hardness. These 
were to keep his feet protected from briers or from 
the bees scattered upon the wild white clover or 
from the terrible hidden thorns of the honey- 
locust. No socks. A pair of scant homespun 
trousers, long outgrown. A coarse clean shirt. 
His big shoclc-head thatched with yellow straw, a 
dilapidated sun-and-rain shed. 

The lanky young giant cut and cut and cut ; 
great purple-bodied poke, strung with crimson- 
juiced s^ed ; great burdock, its green burrs a 
plague ; great milkweed, its creamy sap gushing 
at every gash; great thistles, thousand - nettled ; 
great ironweed, plumed with royal purple ; now 
and then a straggling bramble prone with velvety 



26 THE INCREASING I’tJRPOSE n 

berries — the outpost of a patch behind him ; now 
and then — more carefully, lest he notch his blade 
— low sprouts of wild cane, survivals of ‘•the 
impenetrable brakes of pioneer days. All «these 
and more, the rank, mighty measure of the soil’s 
fertHity — ^low down. ^ 

'Measure of its fertility aloft, the tops of the 
trees, from which the call of the red -headed 
woodpecker sounded as faint as the memory of a 
sound and the bark of the squirt-els was elfin-thin.* 
A hot crowded land, crammed with undergrowth 
and overgrowth wherever a woodland stood ; and 
around every woodland dense cornfields ; or, denser 
still, the leagues of swaying hemp. The smell of this 
now lay heavy on the air, seeming to be dragged 
hither and thither like a low scum on the breeze, 
like a moss on a sluggish pond. A deep robust 
land ; and among its growths he — this lad, in his 
way a self-unconscious human weed, the seed of 
his kind borne in from far some generations back, 
but springing out of the soil naturally now, sap 
of its sap, strength of its strength. 

He paused by and by and passed his forefinger 
across his forehead, brushing the sweat away from 
above his quiet eyes. He moistened the tip of 
his thumb and slid it along the blade of his hemp 
hook — he was using that for lack 'of a scythe. 
Turning, he walked back to the edge of the brier 
thicket, sat down in the shade of a black walnut. 
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threw of? his tattered* headgear, and, reaching 
his bucket of water covered with poke leaves* 
lifted it to his lips and drank deeply, gratefully. 
Then •he drew a whetsto ne Trom his pocket, spat 
on it, and fe^ to sharpening his blade. 

Tfie heat of his work, the stifling air, the 
many-toned woods, the sense of the vast summer- 
ing land — these things were not in his thoughts. 
Some days before, despatched from homestead to 
homestead, rumours had reached him away off 
here at work on his father’s farm, of a great 
university to be opened the following autumn at 
Lexington. The like of it with its many colleges 
Kentucky, the South, the Mississippi valley had 
never seen. It had been the talk among the 
farming people in their harvest fields, at the 
cross-roads, on their porches — the one dee|l 
sensation among them since the war. 

For solemn, heart-stirring as such tidings would 
have been at any other time, more so at this. 
Here, on the tableland of this unique border state, 
Kentucky — between the halves of the nation lately 
at strife — scene of their advancing and retreating 
armies — pit of frenzied commonwealth — here 
was to arise this calm university, pledge of the new 
times, plea for the peace and amity of learning, 
fresh chance for study of the revelatipn of the Lord 
of Hosts and God of battles. The animo^ties 
were over, the humanities re-begun. 



28 THE INCREASING PURPOSE n 

Can you remember your youth well enough to 
be able to recall the time when the great things 
happened for which you seemed to be waiting ? 
The boy who is to be a soldier — one day he ohears 
a distant bugle : at once he knows,* A second 
glimpses a bellying sail : straightway the ocean 
path beckons to him. A third discovers a college, 
and toward its kindly lamps of learning turns 
young eyes that have been kindled and will stay 
kindled to the end. • 

For some years this particular lad, this obscure 
item in Nature’s plan which always passes under- 
standing, had been growing more unhappy in his 
place in creation. By temperament he was of a 
type the most joyous and self-reliant — those sure 
signs of health ; and discontent now was due to 
the fact that he had outgrown his place. Parentage 
— ^a farm and its tasks — z country neighbourhood 
and its narrowness — what more are these some- 
times than a starting-point for a young life ; as a 
flower-pot might serve to sprout ah oak, and as 
the oak would inevitably reach the hour when it 
would either die or burst out, root and branch, 
into the whole heavens and the ea^th ; as the shell 
and yolk of an egg are the starting-poipt for the 
wing and eye of the eagle. One thing only he 
had not outgrown, in one thing only he was not 
unhappy : his religious nature. This had always 
been in him as breath was in him, as blood ^t^as in 
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him : it was his life! Dissatisfied now with *Rb 
position in the world, it was this alone that kept 
him contented in himself. Often the religious are 
the weary ; and perhaps ■" nowhere else does a 
perpetual wsion of Heaven so disclose itself to 
the weary as above lonely toiling fields. The lad 
had long been lifting his inner eye to this vision. 

When, therefore, the tidings of the university 
with its Bible College reached him, whose Cutward 
mould was hardship, whose inner bliss was piety, 
at once they fitted his ear as the right sound, 
as the gladness of long-awaited intelligence. It 
was bugle to the soldier, sail to the sailor, lamp of 
learning to the innate student. At once he knew 
that he was going to the university — sometime, 
somehow — and from that moment felt no more 
discontent, void, restlessness, nor longing. 

It was of this university, then, that he was 
happily day-dreaming as he whetted his hemp 
hook in the depths of the woods that Saturday 
afternoon. Sitting low amid heat and weeds and 
thorns, he was already as one who had climbed 
above the earth’s eternal snow-line and sees only 
white peaks an^ pinnacles — ^the last sublimities. 

He fflt impatient for to-morrow. One of the 
professors of the university, of the faculty of the 
Bible College, had been travelling over Ae state 
during the summer, pleading its cause before the 
people. He had come into that neighbourhood 
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'to preach and to plead. The lad would be there 
to hear. 

The church in which the professor was to plead 
for learning and religion was the one first aet up 
in the Kentucky wilderness as a houscrof religious 
liberty ; and the lad was a great-grandchild of the 
founder of that church, here emerging mysteriously 
from the deeps of life four generations down the 
line. 



Ill 

The church which David’s grim old Indian- 
fighting great-grandfather had dedicated to free- 
dom of belief in the wilderness, cutting off a parcel 
of his lands as he had hotly sworn, and building 
on it a schoolhouse also, stood some miles distant 
across the country. The vast estate of the pioneer 
had been cut to pieces for his many sons. With 
the next generation the law of partible inheritance 
had further subdivided each of these ; so that in 
David’s time a single small farm was all that had 
fallen to his father ; and his father had never in- 
creased it. The church was situated on what had 
been the opposite boundary of the original grant. 
But he with most of the other boys in the neigh- 
bourhood had received his simple education in that 
school ; and he had always gone to worship under 
that broad-minded roof, whatsoever the doctrines 
and dogmas haply preached. 

These doctrines and dogmas of a truth were 
varied and conflicting enough ; for the different 
flocks and herds of Protestant believers with their 
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^parti-coloured guides had for over fifty years found 
the place a very convenient strip of spiritual pas- 
ture : one congregation now grazing there jealously 
and exclusively ; afterwards another. * ' 

On this quiet bright Sunday merning in the 
summer of 1865, the building (a better than the 
original one, which had long before been destroyed 
by accidental burning) was overcrowded with 
farming folk, husbands and wives, of all denomina- 
tions in the neighbourhood, eager to hear the new 
plea, the new pleader. David’s father and mother, 
intense sectarians and dully pious souls, sat among 
them. He himself on a rearmost bench, was 
wedged fast between two other lads of about his 
own age — ^they dumb with dread lest they should 
be sent away to this university. 

The minister soon turned the course of his 
sermon to the one topic that was uppermost and 
bottommost in the minds of all. 

He bade them understand now, if they had 
never realised it before, that from the entrance of 
educated men and women into the western wilder- 
ness, those real founders and builders of the great 
commonwealth, the dream of the Kentuckians had 
been the establishment of a broad free institution 
of learning for their sons. He gave the history 
of the efforts and the failures to ♦found such au 
institution, from the year 1780 to the beginning 
of the Civil War ; next he showed how,* during 
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those few awful years, the slow precious accunujor 
latlons of that preceding time had been scattered ; 
booj^s lost, apparatus ruined, the furniture of lec- 
ture-rooms destroyed, one college building burned, 
anotlier seiz^ and held as a hospital by the federal 
government ; and he concluded with painting for 
them a vision of the real university which was now 
to arise at last, oldest, best passion of the people, 
measure of the height and breadth of the better 
times : knowing no North, no South, no latitude, 
creed, bias, or political end. In speaking of its 
magnificent new endowments, he dwelt upon the 
share contributed by the liberal-minded farmers 
of the state, to some of whom he was speaking : 
showing how, forgetful of the disappointments and 
failures of their fathers, they had poured out money 
by the thousands and tens of thousands, as soon as 
the idea was presented to them again — the rearing 
of a great institution by the people and for the 
people in their own land for the training of their 
sons, that they might not be sent away to New 
England or to Europe. 

His closing words were solemn indeed ; they 
related to the college of the Bible, where his own 
labours were to be performed. For this, he de- 
clared, hft pled not in the name of the new state, 
the new nation, but in the name of the Father. 
The work of this college was to be the preparation 
of yojmg men for the Christian ministry, that they 

D 
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might go into all the world and preach the Gospel. 
One truth he bade them bear in mind ; that 
this trdning was to be given without sectoian 
theology ; that his brethren themselves repre- 
sented a revolution among believers, having cast 
aside the dogmas of modern teachers, and taken, 
as the one infallible guide of their .faith and 
practice, the Bible simply ; so making it their 
sole work to bring all modern believers together 
into one church, and that one church the church 
of the apostles. 

For this university, for this college of the Bible 
especially, he asked, then, the gift and consecra- 
tion of their sons. 

Toward dusk that day David’s father and 
mother were sitting side by side on the steps of 
their front porch. Some neighbours who had 
spent the afternoon with them were just gone. 
The two were talking over • in low, confidential 
tones certdn subjects discussed less frankly with 
their guests. These related to the sermon of 
the morning, to the university, to what boys in 
the neighbourhood would probably be entered as 
students. Their neighbours had asked whether 
David would go. The father and mother had 
exchanged quick glances and made no reply. 
Something in the father’s mind now lay like 
wormwood on the lips. 
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He sat leaning 4 iis head on his hand, his ayes 
on the ground, brooding, embittered. 

‘If I had only had a son to have been proud 
of! ’ he muttered. ‘ It’s of no use ; he wouldn’t 
go.* It isn’t in him to take an education.’ 

‘ No,’ said the mother, comforting him resign- 
edly, after a pause in which she seemed to be 
surveying the boy’s whole life ; ‘ it’s of no use ; 
there never was much in David.’ 

* Then he shdl work ! ’ cried the father, strik- 
ing his knee with clenched fist ‘ I’ll see that he 
is kept at work.’ 

Just then the lad came round from behind the 
house, walking rapidly. Since dinner he had been 
off somewhere, alone, having it out with himself, 
perhaps shrinking, most of all, from this first 
exposure to his parents. Such an ordeal is it for 
us to reveal what we really are to those who have 
known us longest and have never discovered us. 

He walked quickly around and stood before 
them, pallid and shaking from head to foot. 

‘ Father ! ’ — 

There was filial dutifulness in the voice, but 
what they had never heard from those lips — 
authority. 

‘I am going to the university, to the Bible 
College. It will be hard for you to spare me, I 
know, and I don’t expect to go at once. But I 
shall begin my preparations, and as soon as it is 
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possible I am going. I hav6 felt that you and 
mdther ought to know my decision at once.’ • 

As he stood before them in the dusk and 
on their countenances an incredible change of ex- 
pression, he naturally mistook it, and spoke again 
with more authority. 

‘ Don’t say anything to me now, father ! And 
don’t oppose me when the time comes ; it would 
be useless. Try to learn while I am getting ready 
to give your consent and to obtain mother’s. That 
is dl I have to say.’ 

He turned quickly away and passed out of the 
yard gate toward the barn for the evening feeding. 

The father and mother followed his figure with 
their eyes, forgetting each other, as long as it 
remained in sight. If the flesh of their son had 
parted and dissolved away into nothingness, dis- 
clodng a hidden light within him like the evening 
star, shining close to their faces, they could scarce 
have been struck more speechless. But after a 
few moments they had adjusted themselves to this 
lofty annunciation. The mother, unmindful of 
what she had just said, began to recall little 
incidents of the lad’s life to show that this was 
what he was always meant to be. She loosened 
from her throat the breast-pin containing fhe hair 
of the three heads braided together, apd drew her 
husband’s attention to it with a smile. He, too, 
disregarding his disparagement of the few minutes 
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previous, now began to admit with warmth ho^ 
good a mind David had always had. He proph®^ 
sied that at college he would outstrip the other boys 
from that neighbourhood. This, in its way, was 
also fresh*' happiness to him ; for, smarting under 
his povyty among rich neighbours, and fallen 
from the S9cial rank to w^ich he was actually en- 
titled, he now welcomed the secondary joy which 
originates in the revenge men take upon each 
other through the superiority of their children. 

One thing both agreed in : that this explained 
their son. He had certainly always needed an 
explanation. But no wonder ; he was to be a 
minister. And who had a right to understand a 
minister ? He was entitled to be peculiar. 

When David came in to supper that night and 
took his seat, shamefaced, frowning and blinking 
at the candle-light, his father began to talk to 
him as he had never believed possible ; and his 
mother, placing his coffee before him, let her hand 
rest on his shoulder. 

He, long a-hungered for their affection and 
finding it now when least expected, filled to the 
brim, choked at every morsel, got away as soon 
as he could into the sacred joy of the night. Ah, 
those thrilling hours when the young disciple, 
having fdr the first time confessed openly lus love 
of the Divine, feels that the Divine returns his 
love* and accepts his service ! ' 



IV 

Autumn came, the university opened wide its 
harmonious doors, welcoming Youth and Peace. 

AH that day a lad, alone at his field work 
away ofF on the edge of the blue-grass lands, 
toiled as one listening to a sublime sound in the 
distance — the tramping, tramping, tramping of 
the students as they assembled from the farms 
of the state and from other states. Some boys 
out of his own neighbourhood had started that 
morning, old school-fellows. He had gone to 
say good-bye ; had sat on the bed and watched 
them pack their fine new trunks — cramming these 
with fond maternal gifts and the thoughtless 
afRuence of necessary and unnecessary things ; 
had heard all the wonderful talk about classes 
and professors and societies ; had wrung their 
hands at last with eyes turned away, that none 
might see the look in them — ^the immortal hunger. 

How empty now the whole land without those 
two or three boys ! Not far away across the fields, 
soft-white in the clear sunshine, stood the home of 
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one of them — the green shutters of a single upper 
room tightly closed. His heart-strings were., 
twisted tight and wrung sore this day ; and more 
than* once he stopped short in his work (the 
cutting of *briers along a fence), arrested by the 
temptatioij to throw down his hook and go. The 
sacred arguments Were on his side. Without 
choice or search of his they clamoured and 
battered at his inner ear — those commands of the 
Gospels, the long* reverberations of that absolute 
Voice, bidding irresolute workaday disciples leave 
the plough in the furrow, leave whatsoever task 
was impending or duty uppermost to the living or 
the dead, and follow, — ‘ Follow Me ! ’ 

Arguments, verily, had he in plenty ; but 
raiment — no ; nor scrip. And knew he ever so 
little of the world, sure he felt of this : that for 
young Elijahs at the university there were no 
ravens ; nor wild honey for St. John ; nor 
Galilean basketfuls left over by hsmgry fisher- 
folk, fishers of men. 

So back to his briers. And back to the 
autumn soil, days of hard drudging, days of hard 
thinking. The chief problem for the nigh future 
being, how soonest to provide the raiment, fill the 
scrip ; and so with time enough to find out what, 
on its first appearance, is so terrible a discovery to 
the young, straining against restraint : that just 
the lack of a coarse garment or two — of a little 
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mdney for a little plain f6od — of a few candles 
and a few coverlets for light and warmth, with a 
book or two thrown in — that a need 90 poor, 
paltry as this, may keep mind and heart bade for 
years. Ah, happy ye ! with whom this last not 
too long — or for always ! , 

Yet happy ye, whether the waiting be for short 
time or long time, if only it bring on meanwhile, 
as it brought on with him, the struggle ! One sure 
reward ye have, then, as he had,' though there may 
be none other — ^just the struggle : the marshal- 
ling to the front of rightful forces — ^will, effort, 
endurance, devotion ; the putting resolutely back 
of forces wrongful ; the hardening of all that is 
soft within, the softening of all that is hard : until 
out of the hardening and the softening result the 
better tempering of the soul’s metal, and higher 
development of those two qualities which are best 
in man and best in his ideal of his Maker — 
strength and kindness, power and mercy. With 
an added reward also, if the struggle lead you to 
perceive (what he did not perceive), as the light 
of your darkness, the sweet of bitter, that real 
struggling is itself real living, and that no en- 
nobling thing of this earth is ever to bQ had by 
man on any other terms : so teaching him, none 
too soon, that any divine end is to btf reached but 
through divine means, that a great work requires 
a great preparation. 
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Of the lad’s desperate experience henceforth in 
mere outward matters the recital may be sup- 
pressed : the struggle of the earth’s poor has 
grown# too common to make fresh reading. He 
toiled direfully, economised direfully, to get to his 
college, but^in this showed only the heroism too 
ordinary amoi^ American boys to be marvelled at 
more. One fact may be set down, as limning 
some true figure of him on the landscape of those 
years in that peculldr country. 

The war had just closed. The farmers, recol- 
lecting the fortunes made in hemp before, had 
hurried to the fields. All the more as the long 
interruption of agriculture in the South had resulted 
in scarcity of cotton ; so that the earnest cry came 
to Kentucky for hemp at once to take many of its 
places. But meantime the slaves had been set free : 
where before ordered, they must now be hired. A 
difficult agreement to effect at all times, because 
will and word and bond were of no account. 
Most difficult when the breaking of hemp was to 
be bargained for ; since the labourer is kept all day 
in the winter fields, away from the fireside, and 
must toil solitary at his brake, cut off from the talk 
and laughtpr which lighten work among that race. 
So that wages rose steadily, and the cost of hemp 
with them. • 

The lad saw in this demand for the lowest work 
at the Iiighest prices his golden opportunity — and 
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seized it. When the hem{)-breaking season opened 
that winter, he made his appearance on the farm 
of a rich farmer near by, taking his place wifh the 
negroes. • 

There is little art in breaking herffp. He soon 
had the knack of that : his muscles yrei^e toughened 
already. He learned what it was sometimes to eat 
his dinner in the fields, warming it, maybe, on the 
coals of a stump set on fire near his brake ; to 
bale his hemp at nightfall and' follow the slide or 
waggon to the barn ; there to wait with the n^roes 
till it was weighed on the steelyards ; and at last, 
with muscles stiff and sore, throat husky with dust, 
to stride away rapidly over the bitter darkening 
land to other work awaiting him at home. 

Had there been call to do this before the war, 
it might not have been done. But now men young 
and old, who had never known what work was, 
were replacing their former slaves. The pre-exist- 
ing order had indeed rolled away like a scroll ; 
and there was the strange fresh universal stir of 
humanity over the land like the stir of Nature in a 
boundless wood under a new spring firmament. 
He was one of a multitude of new toilers ; but the 
first in his neighbourhood, and alone ii> his grim 
choice of work. 

So dragged that winter through. * When spring 
returned, he did better. With his father’s ap- 
proval, he put in some acres for himself — sowed it. 
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watched it, prayed for it ; in summer cut it ; with 
hired help stacked it in autumn ; broke it himself 
the winter following ; sold it the next spring ; and 
so founds in his pocket the sorely -coveted money. 

This was increased that summer from the sale 
of cordwood,,through driblets saved by his father 
and mother ; apd when autumn once more ad- 
vanced with her days of shadow and thoughtful- 
ness — two years having now passed — he was in 
possession of his meagre fortune, wrung out of 
earth, sweat, and strength and devotion. 

Only a few days remained now before his leav- 
ing for the university — very solemn tender days 
about the house with his father and mother. 

And now for the lad’s own sake, as for the 
clearer guidance of those who may care to under- 
stand what so incredibly befell him afterward, an 
attempt must be made to reveal somewhat of his 
spiritual life during those two years. It was this, 
not hard work, that writ his history. 

As soon as he had made up his mind to study 
for the ministry, he had begun to read his Bible 
absorbingly, sweeping through that primitive dawn 
of life among the Hebrews and that second, brilliant 
one of the Christian era. He had few other books, 
none important ; he knew nothing of modern theo- 
logy or moderil science. Thus he was brought 
wholly under the influence of that view of man’s 
place in Nature which was held by the earliest 
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Biblical writers, has imposed itself upon countless 
millions of minds since then, and will continue to 
impose itself — how much longer ? 

As regarded, then, his place in Nature,''this boy 
became a contemporary of the Psalmist ; looked 
o,ut upon the physical universe with the eye of 
Job ; placed himself back beside that simple, auda- 
cious, sublime child — Man but awakening from his 
cradle of faith in the morning of civilisation. The 
meaning of all which to him was this : that the 
most important among the worlds swung in space 
was the Earth, on account of a single inhabitant — 
Man. Its shape had been moulded, its surface 
fitted up, as the dwelling-place of Man. Land, 
ocean, mountain-range, desert, valley — these were 
designed alike for Man. The sun — it was for 
him ; and the moon ; and the stars, hung about 
the earth as its lights — guides to the mariner, re- 
minders to the landsman of the Eye that never 
slumbered. The clouds — shade and shower — they 
were mercifully for Man. Nothing had meaning, 
possessed value, save as it derived meaning and 
value from him. The great laws of Nature — they, 
too, were ordered for Man’s service, like the ox 
and the ass ; and as he drove his ox< and his ass 
whither he would, caused them to move forward 
or to stop at the word of commahd, so Man had 
only to speak properly (in prayer) and these laws 
would move faster or less fast, stop still, turn to 
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the right or the left side of the road that he desired 
to travel. Always Man, Man, Man, nothing but 
Man ! « To himself measure of the universe as to 
himself a little boy is sole reason for the food and 
furnishings of his nursery. 

This conception of man’s place in Nature has 
perhaps furnished a very large part of the history 
of the world. Even at this close of the nineteenth 
century it is still, in all probability, the most im- 
portant fact in the faith and conduct of the race, 
running with endless applications throughout the 
spheres of practical life and vibrating away to the 
extremities of the imagination. In the case of this 
poor, devout, high-minded Kentucky boy, at work 
on a farm in the years i866 and 1867, saving his 
earnings and reading his Bible as the twofold pre- 
paration for his entrance into the Christian ministry, 
this belief took on one of its purest shapes and 
wrought out in him some of its loftiest results. 

Let it be remembered that he lived in a 
temperate, beautiful, bountiful country ; that his 
work was done mostly in the fields, with the 
aspects of land and sky ever before him ; that he 
was much alone ; that his thinking was nearly 
always of his Bible and his Bible College. Let 
it be remeirfbered that he had an eye which was 
not merely an opening and closing but a seeing 
eye — full of health and of enjoyment of the 
pageantry of things ; and that behind tlus eye. 
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looking through it as through its window, stood 
the dim soul of the lad, itself in a temple of 
perpetual worship : these are some of t^e con- 
ditions which yielded him during these two years 
the intense, exalted realities of his inner life. 

When of mornings he stepped out of the plain 
farmhouse with its rotting doors and leaking roof 
and started off joyously to his day’s work, at the 
sight of the great sun just rising above the low 
dew-wet hills, his soul would go soaring away to 
heaven’s gate. Sometimes he would be abroad 
late at night, summoning the doctor for his father 
or returning from a -nsit to another neighbour- 
hood. In every farmhouse that he passed on the 
country road the people were asleep — over all the 
shadowy land they were asleep. And everywhere, 
guardian in the darkness, watched the moon, 
pKJuring its searching beams upon every roof, 
around every entrance, on kennel and fold, sty 
and barn — with light not enough to awaken but 
enough to protect : how he worshipped toward 
that lamp tended by the Sleepless! There were 
summer noons when he would be lying under a 
solitary tree in a field — ^in the edge of its shade, 
resting ; his face turned toward the sky. This 
would be one over-bending vault of serenest blue, 
save for a distant flight of snow-white clouds, 
making him think of some earthward wandering 
company of angels. He would lie motionless. 
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scarce breathing, in that^ peace of the earth, that 
smile of the Father. Or if this same vault re- 
mained serene too long ; if the soil of the fields 
became dusty to his boots and his young grain 
began fo wither, when at last, in response to his 
prayer, the clouds were brought directly over them 
and emptiedidown, as he stepped forth into the 
cooled, dripping, soaking green, how his heart 
blessed the Power that reigned above and did all 
things well ! 

It was always praise, gratitude, thanksgiving, 
whatever happened. If he prayed for rain for his 
crops and none was sent, then he thought his 
prayer lacked faith or was unwise, he knew not 
how ; if too much rain fell, so that his grain 
rotted, this again was from some fault of his or for 
his good ; or perhaps it was the evil work of the 
prince of the powers of the air — by permission of 
the Omnipotent. In the case of one crop all the 
labour of nearly a year went for nothing : he 
explained this as a reminder that he must be 
chastened. 

Come good, come ill, then, crops or no crops, 
increase or decrease, it was all the same to him : 
he traced the cause of all plenty as of all dis- 
appointment and disaster reaching him through the 
laws of Nature to some benevolent purpose of the 
Ruler. And ever before his eyes also he kept that 
spotless. Figure which once walked among men on 
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eayth— that Saviour of the world whose service he 
was soon to enter, whose words of everlasting life 
he was to preach ; his father’s farm became^as the 
t^neyard of the parables in the Gospels,, he a 
labourer in it. * 

c • 

Thus this lad was nearer the first century and 
yet . earlier ages than the nineteenth# He knew 
more of prophets and apostles* than modern 
doctors of divinity. When the long -looked -for 
day arrived for him to throw his arms around his 
father and mother and bid them good-bye, he 
should have mounted a camel, like a youth of the 
Holy Land of old, and taken his solemn, tender 
way across the country toward Jerusalem. 



V 

One crisp autumn morning, then, of that year 
1867, a big, raw-boned, bashful lad, having 
passed at the turnstile into the twenty-acre cam- 
pus, stood reverently still before the majestical 
front of Morrison College. Browned by heat and 
wind, rain and sun ; straight of spine, fine of 
nerve, tough of muscle. In one hand he carried 
an enormous faded valise, made of Brussels 
carpet copiously sprinkled with small pink roses ; 
in the other, held like a horizontal javdin, 
a family umbrella. A broken rib escaped his 
fingers. 

It was no time and place for observation or 
emotion. The turnstile behind him was kept in a 
whirl by students pushing through and hurrying 
toward the college a few hundred yards distant ; 
others, who had just left it, came tramping toward 
him and passing out. In a retired part of the 
campus, he could see several pacing slowly to and 
fro in the grass, holding text-books before their 
faces. . Some were grouped at the bases of the big 

£ 
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Doric colvimns, at work together. From behind 
the college on the right, two or three appeared 
running and disappeared through a basemetfe en- 
trance. Out of the grass somewhere came the 
sound of a whistle as clear and happy as of *a quail 
'in the wheat ; from another direction, the shouts 
and wrangling of a playground. Once, barely 
audible, through the air surged and'died away the 
last bars of a glorious hymn, sung by a chorus of 
fresh male voices. The whole scene was one of 
bustle, work, sport, worship. 

A few moments the lad remained where he had 
halted, drinking through every thirsting pore ; but 
most of all with his eyes satisfied by the sight of 
that venerable building which, morning and night, 
for over two years had shaped itself to his imagina- 
tion — that seat of the university — that entrance 
into his future. 

Three students came strolling along the path 
toward him on their way down town. One was 
slapping his book against his thigh ; one was 
blowing a ditty through his nose, like music on a 
comb ; one, in the middle, had his arms thrown 
over the shoulders of the others, and was at 
intervals using them as crutches. As they were 
about to pass the lad, who had stepped? a few feet 
to one side of the path, they wheeled and laughed 
at him. 

‘ Hello, preachy ! ’ cried one. His face was 
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round, red, and soft, like the full moon ; the diull 
was now broken up by smiling creases. 

‘£^an you tell me,’ inquired the lad, colouring, 
and wondering how it was already known that he 
was to be a preacher — ‘ can you tell me just the 
way to the Bible College ? ’ 

The ontf of the three on the right tmned to the 
middle man sftid repeated the question gravely — 
‘Can you tell me just the way to the Bible 
College?’ 

The middle man turned and lepeated it gravely 
to the one on the left — 

* Can you tell me just the way to the Bible 
College ? ’ 

The one on the left seized a passing student — 

‘ Can you tell us all just the way to the Bible 
College ? ’ 

‘ Ministers of grace ! ’ he said, ‘ without the 
angels ! ’ Then turning to the lad, he continued : 
‘ You see this path ? Take it ! Those steps ? 
Go straight up those steps. Those doors ? 
Enter ! Then, if you don’t see the Bible College, 
maybe you’ll see the janitor — if he is there. But 
don’t you fear ! You may get lost, but you’ll 
never get away ! ’ 

The lad knew he was being guyed, but he 
didn’t mind : what hurt him was that his Bible 
College should be treated with such levity. 

‘ Thank you,’ he said pleasantly but proudly. 
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‘ Have you matriculated ? ’ one of the three 
^called after him as he started forward. 

David had never heard that word ; bdk he 
entertained such a respect for knowledge that he 
hated to appear unnecessarily ignorant. * 

‘ I don’t think — I have,’ he observed vaguely. 

The small eyes of the full moon disappeared 
altogether this time. * 

‘ Well, you’ve got to matriculate, you know,’ 
he said. ‘You’d better to do that some time. 
But don’t speak of it to your professors, or to 
anybody connected with the college. It must be 
kept secret.’ 

‘ Will I be too late for the first recitations ? ’ 

The eager question was on the lad’s lips but 
never uttered. The trio had wheeled carelessly 
away. 

There passed them, coming toward David, a 
tall, gaunt, rough-whiskered man, wearing a paper 
collar without a cravat, and a shiny, long-tailed, 
black cloth coat. He held a Bible opened at 
Genesis. 

‘Good morning, brother,’ he said frankly, 
speaking in the simple kindness which comes from 
being a husband and father. * You are going to 
enter the Bible Collie, I see ’ * 

‘ Yes, sir,’ replied the lad. ‘ Are you one of 
the professors ? ’ 

The middle-aged man laughed painfully. . 
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‘ I am one of the students.’ 

^avid felt that he had i^icted a wound. 
‘ How many students are here ? ’ he asked quickly. 

‘ About a thousand.’ 

The two walked side by side toward the 
college. • 

‘ Have you matricvJated ? ’ inquired the lad’s 
companion. There was that awful word again ! 

‘ I don’t know how to matriculate. How do 
you matriculate What is matriculating ’ 

‘ I'll go with you. I'll show you,’ said the 
simple fatherly guide. 

‘Thank you, if you will,’ breathed the lad 
gratefully. 

After a brief silence his companion spoke 
again. 

‘ I’m late in life in entering college. I’ve got 
a son half as big as you and a baby ; and my 
wife’s here. But, you see, I’ve had a hard time. 
I’ve preached for years. But I wasn’t satisfied. 
I wanted to understand the Bible better. And 
this is the place to do that.’ Now that he had 
explained himself, he looked relieved. 

‘ Well,’ said David fervently, entering at once 
into a brotherhood with this kindly sotil, ‘that’s 
what I’ve come for, too. I want to understand 
the Bible better — and if I am ever worthy — I 
want to preach it. And you have baptized people 
already ? ' 
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‘Hundreds of them. Here we are,’ said his 
' companion, as they passed under a low do<^way 
on one side of the pillared steps. 

‘ Here I am at last,’ repeated the lad to himself 
with solemn joy. ‘ And now God be \nnth me ! ’ 

By the end of that week he had .the run of 
, things ; had met his professors, one pf whom had 
preached that sermon two summers before, and 
now, on being told who the lad was, welcomed 
him as a sheaf out of that sowing ; had been 
assigned to his classes ; had gone down town to 
the little packed and crowded book-store and 
bought the needful student’s supplies — so making 
the first draught on his money ; been assigned to 
a poor room in the austere dormitory behind the 
college ; made his first failures in recitations, 
standing before his professor with no more 
articulate voice and no more courage than a 
sheep ; and had awakened to a new sense — the 
brotherhood of young souls about him, the men 
of his college. 

A revelation they were ! Nearly all poor like 
himself ; nearly all having worked their way to 
the university ; some from farms, some by teach- 
ing distant country or mountain schools ; some 
by the peddling of books — out of unknown 
byways, from the hedges and ditches of life, 
they had assembled : Calvary’s regulars. 

One scene in his new life struck upon the lad’s 
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imagination like a vision out of the New Testa- 
ment, — his first supper in the bare dining-room 
of that dormitory : the single 'long, rough table ; 
the coarse, frugal food ; the shadows of the evening 
hour ; at eVfery chair a form reverently standing ; 
the saying^ of the brief grace — ah, that first supper 
with the disciples ! 

Among the things he had to describe in his 
letter to his father and mother, this scene came 
last ; and his final words to them were a blessing 
that they had made him one of this company of 
young men. 



VI 

The lad could not study eternally. The change 
from a toiling body and idle mind to an idle 
body and toiling mind requires time to make the 
latter condition unirksome. Happily there was 
small need to delve at learning. His brain was 
like that of a healthy wild animal freshly captured 
from nature. And as such an animal learns to 
snap at flung bits of food, springing to meet them 
and sinking back on his haunches keen-eyed for 
more ; so mentally he caught at the lessons pre- 
pared for him by his professors ; every jfaculty 
asked only to be fed — and remained hungry after 
the feeding. 

Of afternoons, therefore, when recitations were 
over and his muscles ached for exercise, he donned 
his old farm hat and went, stepping in his high, 
awkward, investigating way, around the^ town — 
unaware of himself, unaware of the light-minded 
who often turned to smile at that gseat gawk in 
grotesque garments, with his face full of beatitudes 
and his pockets full of apples. For apples were 
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beginning to come in from the frosty orchards ; 
and tjfie fruit dealers along the streets piled them 
into pyramids of temptation. It seemed a hard- 
ship to^him to have to spend priceless money for a 
thing like ap| 5 les, which had always been as cheap 
and plentifrd as spring water. But those evening 
suppers in the dormitory with the disciples ! 
Even when he was filled (which was not often) he 
was never comforted ; and one day happening 
upon one of those pomological pyramids, he 
paused, yearned and bought the apex. It was 
harder not to buy than to buy. After that he fell 
into this fruitful vice almost diurnally ; and with 
mortifying worldly-mindedness he would some- 
times find his thoughts straying applewards while 
his professors were personally conducting him 
through Canaan or leading him dry-shod across 
the Red Sea. The little dealer soon learned to 
anticipate his approach ; and as he drew up would 
have the requisite number ready and slide them 
into his pockets without a word — and without the 
chance of inspection. A man’s candy famine 
attacked him also. He usually bought some 
intractable, resisting medium : it left him rather 
tired of pl^sure. 

So during those crude days he went strolling 
solemnly about the town, eating, exploring, filling 
with syeetmeats and filled with wonder. It was 
the first city he had ever seen, the chief interior 
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city of the state. From Childhood he had longed 
to visit it. The thronged streets, the <^ious 
stores, the splendid residences, the flashing equi- 
pages — what a new world it was to him ! ^ut the 
first place he inquired his way to was the factory 
where he had sold his hemp. Awhil^ he watched 
the men at work, wondering whether they might 
not then be handling some that he had broken. 

At an early date also he went to look up his 
dear old neighbourhood school-fellows who, two 
years before, had left him to enter another college 
of the University. By inquiry he found out where 
they lived — in a big, handsome boarding-house on 
a fashionable street. He thought he had never 
even dreamed of anything so fine as was this house 
— nor had he. As he sat in the rich parlours, 
waiting to learn whether his friends were at home, 
he glanced uneasily at his shoes to see whether 
they might not be soiling the carpet ; and he 
vigorously dusted himself with his breath and 
hands — thus depositing on the furniture whatever 
dust there was to transfer. 

Having been invited to come up to his friends’ 
room, he mounted and found one of them waiting 
at the head of the stairs in his shirt-sleeves, 
smoking. His greeting was hearty in its way, 
yet betokened some surprise, a little uneasiness, 
condescension. David followed his host, into a 
magnificent room with enormous windows, now 
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raised and opening upon a verandah. Below w^ 
a gailflen full of old vines black with grapes, and 
pear-trees bent down with pears, and beds bright 
with cpol autumn flowers. (The lad made a note 
of how mucfi money he would save on apples if 
he could qply live in reach of those pear-trees.) 
There was a l)ig rumpled bed in the room ; and 
stretched across this bed, on his stomach, lay a 
student studying and waving his heels slowly in the 
air. A table stood in the middle of the room : the 
books and papers had been scraped off to the floor ; 
four students were seated at it playing cards and 
smoking. Among them his other friend, who 
rose and gave him a hearty grip and resuming his 
seat asked what was trumps. A voice he had 
heard before called out to him from the table — 

‘ Hello, preachy ! Did you find your way to 
the Bible College ? ’ 

Whereupon the student on the bed rolled 
heavily over, sat up dejectedly and ogled him with 
red eyes and a sagging jaw. 

‘ Have you matriculated ? ’ he asked. 

David did not think of the cards, and he liked 
the greeting of the two strangers who guyed him 
better thap the welcome of his old friends. That 
hurt ; he had never supposed there was anything 
just like it in the nature of man. But during the 
years ^ince he had seen them old times were gone, 
old manners changed. And was it not in the 
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hemp fields of the father *of one of them that he 
had meantime worked with the negroes ? And is 
there any other country in the world where the 
clean labourer is so theoretically honoured and 
so practically despised as by the American snob 
of ea,ch sex ? , 

. One afternoon he went over to t|ie court-house 
and got the county clerk to show him the entry 
where his great-grandfather had had the deed to 
his church recorded. There it all was ! — all written 
down to hold good while the world lasted : that 
perpetual grant of part and parcel of his land, for 
the use of a free school and a free church. The 
lad went reverently over the plain, rough speech 
of the mighty old pioneer, as he spoke out his 
purpose. 

During those early days also he sought out the 
different churches, scrutinising respectfully their 
exteriors. How many they were, and how grand 
nearly all ! Beyond anything he had imagined. 
He reasoned that if the buildings were so fine, 
how fine must be the singing and the sermons ! 
The unconscious assumption, the false logic here, 
was creditable to his heart at least — to that green 
trust of the young in things as they, should be 
which becomes in time the best seasoned staff of 
age. He hunted out especially, the Catholic 
Church. His great-grandfather had founded his 
as free for Catholics as Protestants ; but he 
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recalled the fact that n® priest had ever preached-* 
thcre.j He felt very curious to see a priest. A 
synagogue in the town he could not find. He 
was sorry. He had a great desire to lay eyes on 
a syna§ogue-*-temple of that ancient faith which 
had flowed on its deep way across the centuries 
vrithout a Apple of disturbance from the Christ. 
He had made lip his mind that when he began to 
preach he would often preach, especially to the 
Jews : the time perhaps had come when the 
Father, their Father, would reveal his Son to 
them also. Thus he promptly fixed in mind 
the sites of all the churches, because he intended 
in time to go to them all. 

Meantime he attended his own, the size and 
elegance of which were a marvel ; and in it 
especially the red velvet pulpit and the vast 
chandelier (he had never seen a chandelier before), 
blazing with stars (he had never seen illuminating 
gas). It was under this chandelier that he himself 
soon found a seat. All the Bible students sat 
there who could get there, that being the choir of 
male voices ; and before a month passed he had 
been taken into this choir ; for a storm-like bass 
rolled out of him as easily as thunder out of a 
June cloud. Thus uneventful flowed the tenor of 
his student life during those several initiatory 
weeks ; then something occurred that began to 
make ^ave history for him. 
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The pastor announced at service one morning 
that he would that day begin a series of sermons 
on errors in the faith and practice of the dimerent 
Protestant sects ; though he would also consider 
in time the cases of the Catholics ^and J4ws : it 
would scarcely be necessary to speak of the 
Mohammedans and such others. H^was driven 
to do this, he declared, and was ansdous to do it, 
^s part of the work of his brethren all over the 
coxmtry ; which was the restoration of Apostolic 
Christianity to the world. He asked the especial 
attention of the Bible students of the University 
to these sermons : the first of which he then 
proceeded to preach. 

That night the lad was absent from his place ; 
he was seated in the church which had been 
riddled with logic in the morning. Just why it 
would be hard to say. Perhaps his motive re- 
sembled that which prompts us to visit a battle- 
field and count the slain. Only, not a soul of 
those people seemed even to have been wounded. 
They sang, prayed, preached, demeaned them- 
selves generally as those who beUeved that they 
were the express chosen of the Lord, and greatly 
enjoyed the notorious fact. 

The series of sermons went on ; tfvery night 
the lad was missing from his j>lace — gone to 
see for himself and to 'learn more about those 
worldly chiffdbes which had departed from the 
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fdth once delivered to, the saintSy and if saved 
at alL then, by the mercy of God and much 
of it. 

In the history of any human soul it is im- 
possible to grasp the first event that starts up a 
revolution. But perhaps the troubles of the lad 
began here? His absences from Sunday night 
service of course attracted notice under the 
chandelier. His bass was missed. Ahother 
student was glad to take his place. His room- 
mate and the several other dormitory students 
who had become his acquaintances, discussed with 
him the impropriety of these absences ; they agreed 
that he would better stick to his own church. 
He gave reasons why he should follow up the 
pastor’s demonstrations with actual visits to the 
others ; he contended that the pastor established 
the fact of the errors ; but that the best way to 
understand any error was to study the erring. 
This was all new to him, however. He had not 
supposed that in educating himself to preach the 
simple Gospel, to the end that the world might 
believe in Christ, he must also preach against 
those who believed in Christ already. Besides, no 
one seemed to be convinced by the pastor but 
those who agreed with him in advance : the other 
churches flourished quite the same. He cited a 
sermon he hacf heard in dne, which, to the satis- 
faction'of all present, had riddled his own church. 
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eveiy word of the proof being based on Scripture : 
so there you were ! , 

A little cloud came that instant between David 
and the students to whom he expressed these 
views. Some rejoined hotly at once ) somef main- 
tained the cold silence which intends to speak in 
its own time. The next thing th€ lad knew 
was that a professor requested him to remain after 
class one day ; and speaking with grave kindness, 
advised him to go regularly to his own church 
thereafter. The lad entered ardently into the 
reasons why he had gone to the others. The 
professor heard him through, and without comment 
repeated his grave, kind advice. 

Thereafter the lad was regularly in his own seat 
then — but with a certain mysterious, beautiful 
feeling gone. He could not have said what this 
feeling was, did not himself know. Only, a slight 
film seemed to pass before his eyes when he 
looked at his professor, so that he saw him less 
clearly and as more remote. 

One morning there was a sermon on the 
Catholics. David went dutifully to his professor. 
He said he had never been to a Catholic Church 
and would like to go. His professor assented 
cordially, evincing his pleasure in the lad’s frank- 
ness. But the next Sunday morning he was in 
the Catholic Church again, thus for* the first time 
missing the communion in his own. Of/all the 
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congregations of Christian believers that the lad 
had low visited, the Catholic impressed him asf 
being the most solemn, reverwit, and best mannered. 
In his own church the place did not seem to 
become the house of God till services began ; and 
one morning in particular, two old farmers in the 
pew behind him talked in smothered tones of stock 
and crops, till it fairly made him homesick.. The 
sermon of the priest, too, filled him with amaze- 
ment. It weighed the claims of various Protestant 
sects to be reckoned as parts of the one true 
historic church of God. In passing, he barely 
referred to the most modern of these self-con- 
stituted Protestant bodies — David’s own church — 
and dismissed it with one blast of scorn, which 
seemed to strike the lad’s face like a hot wind ; it 
left it burning. But to the Episcopal Church the 
priest dispensed the most vitriolic criticism. And 
that night, carried away by the old impulse which 
had grown now almost into a habit, David went 
to the Episcopal Church : went to number the 
slain. The Bishop of the diocese, as it happened, 
was preaching that night — preaching on the union 
of Christian believers. He showed how ready the 
Episcopal Church was for such a union if the rest 
would only consent ; but no other church, he 
averred, must qxpect the Episcopal Church ever to 
surrender one article of its creed, namely : that it 
alone Was descended not by historical continuity 
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siriiply, but by Divine succession from the Apostles 
themselves. The lad walked slowly back to the 
dormitory that night vnth knit brows and a heavy 
heart. 

A great change was coming ove'r himt His 
old religious peace had been unexpectedly dis- 
turbed. He found himself in the thick of the 
wars of dogmatic theology. At that time and in 
that part of the United States these were impas- 
sioned and rancorous to a degree which even now, 
less than half a century later, can scarce be under- 
stood ; so rapidly has developed meantime that 
modern spirit which is for us the tolerant transition 
to a yet broader futtire. Had Kentucky been 
peopled by her same people several generations 
earlier, the land would have run red with the blood 
of religious persecutions, as never were England 
and Scotland at their worst. So that this lad, 
brought in from his solemn, cloistered fields and 
introduced to wrangling, sarcastic, envious creeds, 
had already begun to feel doubtful and distressed, 
not knowing what to believe nor whom to follow. 
He had commenced by being so plastic a medium 
for faith, that he had tried to believe them all. 
Now he was in the intermediate state of trying to 
ascertain which. From that state there are two 
and two only final ones to emerge I shall among 
them believe this one only ’ ; or, ‘ I shall |unong 
them believe — none.’ The constant discussion of 
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some dogma and disproof of some dogma inevitabljr- 
begeti in a certain order of mind the temper to 
discuss and distrust all dogmsi. 

Not over their theologies alone were the 
churches wr^gling before the lad’s distracted 
thoughts. Jf the theologies were rending religion, 
politics was rending the theologies. The war just 
ended had not brought, as the summer sermon 
of the Bible College professor had stated, breadth 
of mind for narrowness, calm for passion. Not 
while men are fighting their wars of conscience do 
they hate most, but after they have fought ; and 
Southern and Union now hated to the bottom 
and nowhere else as at their prayers. David 
^ound a Presbyterian Church on one street called 
‘Southern’ and one a few blocks away called 
‘ Northern ’ ; how those brethren dwelt together. 
The Methodists were similarly divided. Of 
Baptists, the lad ascertained there had been so 
many kinds and parts of kinds since the settlement 
of Kentucky, that apparently any large -sized, 
family anywhere could reasonably have constituted 
itself a church, if the parents and children had 
only been fortunate enough to agree. 

Where politics did not cleave, other issues did . 
The Episcopal Church was cleft into a reform 
movement (and one unreformable). In his own 
denomination internal discord raged over such 
questions as diabolic pleasvu-es and Apostolic 
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music. He saw young f)eoplc haled before the 
pulpit as before a tribunal of exact statute^ and 
expelled for moving their feet in certain ways. 
If in dancing they whirled like a top instead of 
being shot straight back and forth like a bobbin 
in ^ weaver’s shuttle, their moral (jonduct was 
aggravated. A church organ was ridiculed as a 
sort of musical Behemoth — as a dark chamber of 
howling, roaring Belial. 

These controversies overflowed from the con- 
gregation to the Bible, College. The lad in his 
room at the dormitory one Sunday afternoon 
heard a debate on whether a tuning-fork is a 
violation of the word of God. The debaters 
turned to him excited and angry — 

‘ What do you think ? ’ they asked. 

‘I don’t think it is worth talking about,’ he 
replied quietly. 

They soon became reconciled to each other ; 
they never forgave him. 

Meantime as for his Biblical studies, they en- 
larged enormously his knowledge of the Bible ; 
but they added enormously to the questions that 
may be asked about the Bible — questions he had 
never thought of before. And in adding to the 
questions that may be asked, they multiplied those 
that cannot be answered. The lad began to ask 
these questions, began to get no answers. The 
ground of his interest in the great Book ’shifted. 
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Out on the farm alone with it for two years, 
r99.dUig it never with a criticd but always with a 
worshipping mind, it had . been to him simply 
the summons to a great and good life, earthly and 
immortal. As he sat in the lecture rooms, study- 
ing it book by book, paragraph bv paragraph, 
writing ch^k notes about it on the blackboard, 
hearing the students recite it as they recited arith- 
metic or rhetoric, a little home-sickness overcame 
him for the hours when he had read it at the end 
of a furrow in the fields, or by his candle the last 
thing at night before he kneeled to say his prayers, 
or of Sunday afternoons off by himself in the 
sacred leafy woods. The mysterious untouched 
Christ-feeling was in him so strong, that he shrank 
from these critical analyses as he would from dis- 
secting the body of the crucified Redeemer. 

A significant occurrence took place one after- 
noon some seven months after he had entered the 
University. 

On that day, recitations over, the lad left the 
college alone, and with a most thoughtful air 
crossed the campus and took his course into the 
city. Reaching a great central street, he turned 
to the left and proceeded until he stood opposite 
a large biick church. Passing along the outside 
side of this, he descended a few steps, traversed an 
alley, knocked timidly at a door, and by a voice 
withifi. was bidden to enter. He did so, and stood 
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in his pastor’s study. He had told his pastor 
that he would like to have a little talk fwith 
him, and the pastor was there to have the little 
talk. 

During those seven months the kd had been 
attracting notice more and more. The Bible 
students had cast up his reckoning*^ unfavour- 
ably : he was not of their kind-^-they moved 
through their studies as one flock of sheep 
through a valley, drinking the same water, 
nipping the same grass, and finding it what they 
wanted. His professors had singled him out as 
a case needing peculiar guidance. Not in his 
decorum as a student : he was the very soul of 
discipline. Not in slackness of study : his mind 
consumed knowledge as a flame tinder. Not in 
any irregularities of private life : his morals were 
as snow for whiteness. Yet none other caused 
such concern. 

All this the pastor knew ; he had himself long 
had his eye on this lad. During bis sermons, 
among the rows of heads and brows and eyes up- 
turned to him, oftenest he felt himself looking at 
that big shock-head, at those grave brows, into 
those eager, troubled eyes. Hb persistent demon- 
strations that he and his brethren alone 'were right 
and all other churches Scripturally wrong — they 
always seemed to take the light out of that coun- 
tenance. There was silence in the study flow as 
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the lad modestly seated himself m a chwr which 
the |hstor had pointed out. * 

After fidgeting a few moments, he addressed 
the logician with a stupefying premise — 

‘ My great-grandfather,’ he said, ‘ once built a 
church simply to God, not to any man’s opinions 
of Him.’ 

He broke off abruptly. 

‘ So did Voltaire,’ remarked the pastor drily, 
coming to the rescue. ‘ Vokaire built a church to 
God : “ Deo erexit Voltaire." Your great-grand- 
father and Voltaire must have been kin to each 
other.’ 

The lad had never heard of Voltaire. The 
information was rather prepossessing. 

‘ I think 1 should admire Voltaire,’ he observed 
reflectively. 

‘ So did the Devil,’ remarked the pastor. Then 
he added pleasantly, for he had a Scotch relish for 
a theological jest — 

‘ You may meet Voltaire some day.’ 

‘ I should like to. Is he coming here ’ asked 
the lad. 

* Not immediately. He is in hell — or will be 
after the Resurrection of the Dead.’ 

The silence in the study grew intense. 

‘ I understand you now,’ said the lad, speaking 
composedly all at once. ‘ You think that perhaps 
I wilf’go to the Devil also.’ 
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‘ Oh no ! ’ exclaimed • the pastor, hiding his 
smile and stroking his beard with syllogistic self- 
respect. ‘ My dear young brother, did you want 
to see me on any — business ? ’ 

‘ I did. I was trying to tell you. great- 
grandfather ’ 

‘Couldn’t you begin with more mociern times ?’ 

‘ The story begins back there,’ insisted the lad 
firmly. ‘ The part of it, at least, that affects me. 
My great-grandfather founded a church free to all 
Christian believers. It^ stands in our neighbour- 
hood. I have always gone there. I joined the 
church there. All the different denominations in 
our part of the country have held services there. 
Sometimes they have all had services together. I 
grew up to think they were all equally good 
Christians in their different ways.’ 

‘ Did you ? ’ inquired the pastor. ‘ You and 
your great-grandfather and Voltaire must aU be 
kin to each other.’ 

His visage was not pleasant. 

‘ My trouble since coming to college,’ said the 
lad, pressing across the Interruption, ‘ has been to 
know which is the right church ’ 

‘Are you a member of this church? ’ inquired 
the pastor sharply, calling a halt to this folly. 

‘ I am.’ 

‘ Then don’t you know that it is the only right 
one ? ’ 
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‘ I do not. All the others dedare it a wrong 
one. V. They stand ready to prove this by th® 
Scriptures, and do prove it to their satisfaction. 
They declare that if I become a preacher of what 
my chxirch believes, I shall become a false teacher 
of men and be responsible to God for the souls I 
may lead astray. Tney honestly believe this.’ 

‘ Don’t you know that when Sacan has entered 
into a man, he can make hinx honestly believe 
anything ? ’ 

‘ And you think it is Satan that keeps the other 
churches from seeing this is the only right one ? ’ 

‘ I do ! And beware, young man, that Satan 
does not get into you.' 

‘ He must be in me already.’ There was silence 
again, then the lad continued. 

‘ All this is becoming a great trouble to me. 
It interferes with my studies — takes my interest 
out of my future. I come to you then. You are 
my pastor. Where is the truth — the reason — 
the proof — the authority ? Where is the guiding 
law in all this? I must find the law and that 
quickly.’ 

There was no gainsaying his trouble : it ex- 
pressed itself in his eyes, voice, entire demeanour. 
The pastor was not seeing any of these things. 
Here was a plain, ignorant country lad who had 
rejected his logic, and who apparently had not 
tact eribugh at this moment to appreciate his own 
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effrontery. In the whole sensitiveness of man 
there is no spot so touchy as the theological.^ 
‘Have you a copy of the New Testament ’ 

It was the tone in which the schoolmaster of 
old times said, ‘ Bring me that switch.’ ^ 

‘ I have.’ 

’ ‘You can read it ?’ ^ 

‘ I can.’ 

‘You find in it the inspired account of the 
faith of the original church — the earliest history 
of Apostolic Christianky ? ’ 

‘ I do,’ 

‘ Then, can you not compare the teachings of 
the Apostles, /Aeir faith and //?«> practice, with 
the teachings of this church, i/s faith and r/s 
practice ? ’ 

‘ I have tried to do that.’ 

‘ Then there is the truth. And the reason. 
And the proof. And the authority. And the Jaw. 
We have no creed but the creed of the Apostolic 
churches ; no practice but their practice ; no teach- 
ing but their teaching in letter and in spirit.’ 

‘That is what was told me before I came to 
college. It was told me that young men were to 
be prepared to preach the simple Gospel of Christ 
to all the world. There was to be fto sectarian 
theology.’ 

‘ Well ? Has any one taught you sectarian 
theology ? ’ 
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^ Not consciously, not. intentionally. Inevitably^ 
— pertaps. That is my trouble now — one of my.f 
troubles.’ 

‘Well?’ 

‘ May I ask you some questions ? ’ 

‘You may ask me some questions if they arc 
not silly questions, fou don’t seem to have any 
creed, but you ^0 seem to have a catechism ! Well, 
on with the catechism ! I bijpe it will be better 
than those I have read.’ 

So bidden, the lad began — 

‘ Is it Apostolic Christianity to declare that in- 
fants should not be baptized ? ’ 

‘It is ! ’ The reply came like a flash of light- 
ning. 

‘ And those who teach to the contrary violate 
the word of God ? ’ 

‘ They do ! ’ 

‘ Is it Apostolic Christianity to affirm that only 
immersion is Christian baptism ? ’ 

‘ It is ! ’ 

‘ And those who use any other form violate the 
word of God ? ’ 

‘ They do ! ’ 

‘Is it Apostolic Christianity to celebrate the 
I-ord’s Supper once every seven days ? ’ 

‘ It is ! ’ 

‘ And all who observe a different custom violate 
the woM of God ? ’ 
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‘ They do ! ’ 

‘Is it Apostolic Christianity to have nd such 
officer in the church as an Episcopal bishop ? ’ 

‘It is!’ 

‘ The office of Bishop, then, is a violation of 
Apostolic Christianity ? ’ 

' ‘ It is 1 ’ 

‘ Is it Apostolic Christianity to make every con- 
gregation, no matter how small or influenced by 
passion, an absolute court of trial and punishment 
of its members ? ’ 

‘ It is ! ’ 

‘ To give every such body control over the 
religious standing of its members, so it may turn 
them out into the •v^orld, banish them from the 
church of Christ for ever, if it sees fit ? ’ 

‘ It is 1 ’ 

‘And those who frame any other system of 

church government violate the ’ 

‘They do!’ 

‘ Is it Apostolic Christianity to teach that faith 
precedes repentance ? ’ 

‘It is!’ 

‘ Those who teach that sorrow for sin is itself 
the great reason why we believe in Christ— do 

they violate ? ’ ‘ 

‘ They do ! ’ 

‘ Is it Apostolic Christianity to turn people out 
of the church for dancing ? ’ 
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‘Ijis!' • . . . . 

‘The use of an organ in v/orship — is that a 
violation of Apostolic 

‘It is!’ 

‘ Is if Apostolic Christianity to require that the 
believer in shall likewise believe everything in 
the old Bible ? ’ 

‘ It is.’ 

‘ Did Christ and the Apostles themselves teach 
that everything contained in what we call the old 
Bible must be believed ? ’ 

‘ They did I ’ 

The pastor was grasping the arms of his chair, 
his body bent toward the lad, his head thrown 
back, his face livid with sacred rage. He was a 
good man, tried and true : God-fearing, God- 
serving. No fault lay in him unless it may be 
imputed for unrighteousness that he was a staunch, 
trenchant sectary in his place and generation. As 
he sat there in the basement study of his church, 
his pulpit of authority and his baptismal pool of 
regeneration directly over his head, all round him 
in the city the solid hundreds of his followers, he 
forgot himself as a man and a minister and re- 
membered only that as a servant of the Most 
High he was being interrogated and dishonoured. 
His soul shook and thundered within him to repel 
these attacks upon his Lord and Master. As 
those unexpected random questions had poured in 
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upon him thick and fast, &11 emerging, as it seemed 
to him, like disembodied evil spirits from the black 
pit of Satan and the damned, it was joy to him 
to deal to each that same straight, God-directed 
spear-thrust of a reply — killing them as they rose. 
His soul exulted in that blessed carnage. 

* But the questions ceased. They had hurried 
out as though there were a myriad pressing behind 
— a few issuing bees of an aroused swarm. But 
they ceased. The pastor leaned back in his chair 
and drew a quivering breath through his white 
lips. 

‘ Ask some more ! ’ 

On his side, the lad had lost divine passion as 
the pastor had gained it. His interest waned 
while the pastor’s waxed. His last questions were 
put so falteringly, almost so inaudibly, that the 
pastor might well believe his questioner beaten, 
brought back to modesty and silence. To a deeper- 
seeing eye, however, the truth would have'*‘^n 
plain that the lad was not seeing hi§ pastor at all, 
but seeing through him into his own future : into 
his life, his great chosen life-work. His young 
feet had come in their travels nigh to^the limits of 
his Promised Land : he was looking over into it. 

‘ Ask some more ! The last of them ! Out 
with them alll Make an end of this now and 
here ! ’ 

The lad reached for his hat, which he had laid 
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on th^ floor, and stood op. He was as pale as 
the dead. 

‘I shall never be able to preach Apostolic 
Christianity,’ he said, and turned to the door. 

But rflaching it, he wheeled and came back. 

‘ I am in y-ouble ! ’ he cried, sitting down' again. 
‘I don’t know what to believe. I don’t know 
what I do believe. My God ! ’ he cried again, 
burying his face in his hands. ‘ I believe I am 
beginning to doubt the Bible. Great God, what 
am I coming to ? what is my life coming to ? Me 
doubt the Bible ! ’ . . . 

The interview of that day was one of the 
signs of two storms which were approaching : one 
appointed to reach the University, one to reach 
the lad. 

The storm now gathering in many quarters 
and destined in a few years to burst upon the 
University was like its other storms that had gone 
before : only, this last one left it a ruin which will 
stay a ruin. 

That oldest, best passion of the Kentucky 
people for the establishment in their own land of 
a broad institution of learning for their own sons, 
though revi\^ed in David’s time on a greater scale 
than ever before, was not to be realised. The new 
University, bearing the name of the commonwealth 
and operfing at the close of the Civil War as a agn 
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of the new peace of the new nation, having ^gun 
so fairly and risen in a few years to fourth or fifth 
place in patronage among all those in the land, was 
already entering upon its decline. The reasons of 
this were the same that had successively ruined 
each of its predecessors : the same ,old sectarian 
quarrels, enmities, revenges ; the same old political 
oppositions and hatreds ; the same personal ambi- 
tions, jealousies, strifes. 

Away back in 1780, while every man, woman, 
and child in the western wilderness was in dire 
struggle for life itself, those far-seeing people had 
induced the General Assembly of Virginia to con- 
fiscate and sell in Kentucky the lands of British 
Tories, to found a public seminary for Kentucky 
boys — not a sectarian school. These same broad- 
minded pioneers had later persuaded her to give 
twenty thousand acres of, her land to the same 
cause and to exempt officers and students of the 
institution from military service. Still later, intent 
upon this great work, they had induced Virginia 
to take from her own beloved William and Mary 
one-sixth of all surveyors’ fees in the district and 
contribute them. The early Kentuckians, for their 
part, planned and sold out a lottery — to help 
along the incorruptible work. For ‘such an in- 
stitution Washington and Adams and Aaron Burr 
and Thomas Marshall and many another opened 
their purses. For it thousands and thousands of 
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dollars were raised among»friends scattered throi^h- 
out tile Atlantic states, these- responding to a*’ 
petition addressed to aU ’•^ligious sects, to all 
political parties. A library and philosophical 
apparatus were waggoned over the Alleghanies. 
A committee was sent to England to choose 
further equipments. When Kentucky came to 
have a legislature of its own, it decreed thr.t each 
of the counties in the state should receive six 
thousand acres of land wherewith to start a semi- 
nary ; and that all these county seminaries were 
to train students for this long-dreamed-of central 
institution. That they might not be sent away — 
to the North or to Europe. When, at the end of 
the Civil War, a fresh attempt (and the last) was 
made to found in reality and in perpetuity a home 
institution to be as good as the best in the 
republic, the people rallied as though they had 
never known defeat. The idea resounded like a 
great trumpet throughout the land. Individual, 
legislative, congressional aid — all were poured out 
lavishly for that one devoted cause. 

Sad chapter in the history of the Kentuckians ! 
Perhaps the saddest among the many sad ones. 

For such an institution must in time have 
taught what* all its court-houses and all its pulpits 
— ^laws human and divine — have not been able to 
teach : it must have taught the noble common- 
wealth fo cease murdering. Standing there in the 

G 
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heart of the people’s land, it must have grown to 
stand in the heart of their affections : and so 
standing, to stand for peace. For true learning 
always stands for peace. Letters always stand for 
peace. And it is the scholar of the world who 
has ever come into it as Christ came : to teach 
that human life is worth saving and must be 
saved. 



VII 

The storm approaching David was vaster and 
came faster. 

Several days had passed since his anxious and 
abruptly terminated interview with his pastor. 
During the interval he had addressed no further 
inquiries to any man touching his religious doubts. 
A serious sign : for when we cease to carry such 
burdens to those who wait near by as our recog- 
nised counsellors and appointed guides, the infer- 
ence is that succour for our peculiar need has there 
been sought in vain. This succour, if existent at 
all, will be found elsewhere in one of two places : 
either farther away from home in greater minds 
whose teaching has not yet reached us ; or still 
nearer home in what remains as the last court of 
inquiry and decision : in the mind itself. With 
greater intellects more remote the lad had not yet 
been put ifi touch ; he had therefore grown re- 
flective, and for nearly a week had been spending 
the best powers of his unaided thought in self- 
examination. 
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He was sitting one morning at his student’s 
table with his Bible and note-book opened before 
him, wrestling mth his problems still. The 
dormitory was very quiet. A few students 
remained indoors at work, but most were ^absent : 
some gone into the country to jgreach trial 
sermons to trying congregations ; some down in 
the town ; some at the college, practising hymns, 
or rehearsing for society exhibitions ; some 
scattered over the campus, preparing Monday 
lessons on a spring morning when animal sap 
stirs intelligently at its sources and sends up 
its mingled currents of new energy and new 
lassitude. 

David had thrown his window wide open, to 
let in the fine air ; his eyes strayed outward. 
A few yards away stood a stunted transplanted 
locust — one of those uncomplaining asses of the 
vegetable kingdom whose mission in life is to 
carry whatever man imposes. Year after year 
this particular tree had remained patiently backed 
up i^hind the dormitory, for the bearing of 
garments to be dusted or dried. More than once 
during the winter the lad had gazed out of his 
snow-crusted panes at this dwarfed donkey of the 
woods, its feet buried deep in ashes, its body 
covered with kitchen wash-rags and Bible students’ 
frozen underwear. He had reasoned that such 
soil and such servitude had killed it. 
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Put as he looked out of his window now, hi^ 
eyes caught sight of the early faltering grren in 
which this exile of the forest was still struggling 
to clothe itself — its own life -vestments. Its 
enforced and artificial function as a human 
clothes - horse had indeed nearly destroyed it ; 
but wherever a bud survived, there its true office 
in nature was asserted, its ancient kind declared, 
its growth stubbornly resumed. 

The moment for the lad may have been one of 
those in the development of the young when they 
suddenly behold familiar objects as with eyes more 
clearly opened ; when the neutral becomes the 
decisive ; when the sermon is found in the stone. 
As he now took curious cognisance of the 
budding wood which he, seeing it only in winter, 
had supposed could not bud again, he fell to 
marvelling how constant each separate thing in 
nature is to its own life, and how sole is its obli- 
gation to live that life only. All that a locust 
had to do in the world was to be a locust ; and 
be a locust it would though it perished in the 
attempt. It drew back with no hesitation, was 
racked with no doubt, puzzled with no necessity 
of preference. It knew absolutely the law of its 
own being* and knew absolutely nothing else ; 
found under that law its liberty, found under 
that liljerty its life. 

‘ But I,’ he reflected, ‘ am that which was never 
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sown and never grown l*fore. All the agfs of 
time, all the generations of men, have not fixed 
any type of life for me. What I am to become 
I must myself each instant choose ; and having 
chosen, I can never know that I have choifen best. 
Often I do know that what I have selected I 
must discard. And yet no one choice can ever 
be replaced by its rejected fellow ; the better 
chance lost once, is lost eternally. Within the 
limits of a locust, how little may the individual 
wander ; within the limits of the wide and erring 
human, what may not a man become ! What 
now am I becoming ? What shall I now choose — 
as my second choice ? ’ 

A certain homely parallel between the tree and 
himself began to shape itself before his thought : 
how he, too, had been dug up far away — had, in a 
sense, voluntarily dug himself up — and been trans- 
planted in the college campus ; how, ever since 
being placed there, the different sectarian churches 
of the town had, without exception, begun to pin 
on the branches of his mind the many -shaped 
garments of their dogmas, until by this time he 
appeared to himself as completely draped as the 
little locust after a heavy dormitory washing. 
There was this terrible difference, ho’Jj^ever : that 
the garments hung on the tree were anon re- 
moved ; but these doctrines and dogmas were 
fastened to his mind to stay — as the very foliage 
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of h*s thought — as the living lea/es of Divine 
Truth. He was forbidden to strip off one of* 
those sacred leaves. He was told to live and to 
breathe his religious life through them, and to 
grow only where they hung. 

The lad^ declared finally to himself this morn- 
ing, that realise his religious life through those 
dogmas he never could ; that it was useless any 
longer to try. Little by little they would as 
certainly kill him in growth and spirit as the 
rags had killed the locust in sap and bud. What- 
ever they might be to others — and he judged no 
man — for him with his peculiar nature they could 
never be life-vestments ; they would become his 
spiritual grave-clothes. 

The parallel went a little way further : that 
scant faltering green ! that unconquerable effort 
of the tree to assert despite all deadening ex- 
periences its old wildwood state ! Could he do 
the like, could he go back to his.? Yearning, 
sad, immeasurable, filled him as he now recalled 
the simple faith of what had already seemed to 
him his childhood. Through the mist blinding 
his vision, through the doubts blinding his brain, 
still could he see it lying there clear in the 
near distance ! ‘ No,’ he cried, ‘ into whatsoever 

future I may be driven to enter, closed against 
me is the peace of my past. Return thither my 
eyes eVter will, my feet never ! 
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* But as I was true to myself then, let rjse be 
true now. If I cannot believe what I formerly 
believed, let me determine quickly what I can 
believe. The Truth, the Law — T must find these 
and quickly ! ’ 

From all of which, though thus obscurely set 
forth, it will be divined that the*' lad had now 
reached, indeed for some days had stood halting, 
at one of the great partings of the way : when the 
whole of Life’s road can be walked in by us no 
longer ; when we must elect the half we shall 
henceforth follow, and having taken it, ever after- 
ward perhaps look yearningly back upon the other 
as a lost trail of the mind. 

The parting of the ways where he had thus 
faltered, summing up his bewilderment, and crying 
aloud for fresh directions, was one immemorially 
old in the history of man : the splitting of Life’s 
single road into the by-paths of Doubt and Faith. 
Until within less than a year, his entire youth had 
been passed in the possession of what he esteemed 
true religion. Brought from the country into the 
town, where each of the many churches was pro- 
claiming itself the sole incarnation of this and all 
others the embodiment of something faSse, he had, 
after months of distracted wandering among then- 
contradictory clamours, passed, as so many have 
passed before him, into that state of mind which 
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rejects them all, and asks whether such a thing as^. 
true religion anywhere exists.^ 

The parting of Life’s road at Doubt and Faith ! 
How many pilgrim feet throughout the ages, toil- 
ing dev«mtly thus far, have shrunk back before 
that unexpected and appalling sign ! Disciples of 
the living Lord, saints, philosophers, scholars, 
priests, knights, statesmen — what a tnrong ! 
What thoughts there born, prayers there ended, 
vows there broken, light there breaking, hearts 
there torn in twain ! Mighty mountain rock ! 
rising full in the road of journeying humanity. 
Around its base the tides of the generations 
dividing, as part the long racing billows of the 
sea about some awful cliff. 

The lad closed his note-book, and taking his 
chair to the window, folded his arms on the sill 
and looked out. Soon he noticed what had escaped 
him before. Beyond the tree, at the foot of the 
ash -heap, a single dandelion had opened. It 
burned like a steadfast yellow lamp, low in the 
edge of the young grass. These two simple 
things — the locust-leaves, touched by the sun, 
shaken by the south wind ; the dandelion shining 
in the gra«s — awoke in him the whole vision of 
the spring how rising anew out of the Earth, all 
over the land : great Nature ! And the vision of 
this caused him to think of something else. 

On fhe Sunday following his talk with the lad. 
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the pastor had preached the most arousing sqfmon 
that the lad had heard : it had grown out of that 
interview : it was on modern infidelity — the new 
infidelity as contrasted with the old. 

In this sermon he had arraigned cert/nn books 
as largely responsible. He called them by their 
titles. He warned his people against them. Here 
recommenced the old story : the lad was at once 
seized with a desire to read those books, thus 
exhibiting again the identical trait that had already 
caused him so much trouble. But this trait was 
perhaps himself — his core ; the demand of his 
nature to hear both sides, to judge evidence, test 
things by his own reason, get at the deepest root 
of a matter : to see Truth, and to see Truth 
whole. 

Curiously enough, these books, and some 
others, had been much heard of by the lad since 
coming to college : once ; then several times ; 
then apparently everywhere and ,all the time. 
For, intellectually, they had become atmospheric : 
they had to be breathed, as a newly introduced 
vital element of the air, whether liked or not liked 
by the breathers. They were the early works of 
the great Darwin, together with some of that 
related illustrious group of scientific investigators 
and thinkers, who, emerging like promontories, 
islands, entire new countries, above the level of the 
world’s knowledge, sent their waves of influence 
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rushog away to every shore. It was in those^ 
years that they were flowing over the United 
States, over Kentucky. And as some volcanic 
upheaval under mid-ocean will in time rock the 
tiny boal^of a sailor-boy in some little sheltered 
bay on the’^ther side of the planet, so the sublime 
disturbance in the thought of the civilised world 
in the second • half of the nineteenth century had 
reached David. 

Sitting at his window, looking out blindly for 
help and helpers amid his doubts, seeing the 
young green of the locust, the yellow of the 
dandelion, he recalled the names of those anathema- 
tised books, which were described as dealing so 
strangely with nature and with man’s place in it. 
The idea dominated him at last to go immediately 
and get those books. 

A little later he might have been seen quitting 
the dormitory and taking his way with a dubious 
step across the campus into the town. 

Saturday forenoons of spring were busy times 
for the town in those days. Farmers were in, 
streets were crowded with their horses and buggies 
and rockaways, with live stock, with waggons 
hauling cordwood, oats, hay, and hemp. Once, at 
a crossing, David waited while a waggon loaded 
with soft creamy, gray hemp creaked past toward 
a factory. , He sniffed with relish the tar of 
the mud - packed wheels ; he put out a hand 
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and stroked the heads ‘drawn close in fattiiliar 
bales. 

Crowded, too, of Saturdays was the bookshop 
to which the students usually resorted for their 
supplies. Besides town customers an^ country 
■customers, the pastor of the church often dropped 
in and sat near the stove, discoursing, perhaps, to 
some of his elders, or to reverentf' Bible students, 
or old acquaintances. A small, tight, hot, metal- 
smelling stove — why is it so enjoyable by a 
dogmatist ? 

As David made his way to the rear of the long 
book-shelves, which extended back toward the 
stove, the pastor rose and held out his hand with 
hearty warmth — and a glance of secret solicitude. 
The lad looked sheepish with embarrassment : not 
until accosted had he himself realised what a stray 
he had become from his pastor’s flock and fold. 
And he felt that he ought instantly to tell the 
pastor this was the case. But .the pastor had 
reseated himself and regripped his masterful mono- 
logue. The lad was more than embarrassed ; he 
felt conscious of a new remorseful tenderness for 
this grim, righteous man, now that he had 
emancipated mind and conscience from his teach- 
ing : so true it often is that affection is possible 
only where obedience is not demanded. He 
turned off sorrowfully to the counter, ^and a few 
moments later, getting the attention of tHe clerk. 



VII THE INCREASING PURPOSE 9^ 

askAi in a low conscience-stricken tone for The ^ 
Origin of Species and The Descent of Man; con- 
science-stricken at the sight of the money in his 
palm to pay for them. 

‘ Whai are you going to do with these ’ 
inquired ^^ible student who had joined him at 
the counter and fingered the books. 

‘ Read theraj’ said the lad joyously, ‘ and under- 
stand them if I can.’ 

He pinned them against his heart with his 
elbow and all but ran back to the dormitory. 
Having reached there, he altered his purpose, and 
instead of mounting to his room, went away off 
to a quiet spot on the campus, and lying down in 
the grass under the wide open sky, opened his 
Darwin. 

It was the first time in his life that he had ever 
encountered outside of the Bible a mind of the 
highest order, or listened to it, as it delivered over 
to mankind the astounding treasures of its know- 
ledge and wisdom in accents of appealing, almost 
plaintive modesty. 

That day the lad changed his teachers. 

Of the session more than two months yet 
remained. Every few days he might have been 
seen at the store examining books, drawing money 
reluctantly from his pocket, hurrying away with 
another volume. Sometimes he would deliver to 
the clerk the title of a work written on a slip of 
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paper : an unheard-of book ; to be ordered-^per- 
haps from the Old World- For one great book 
inevitably leads to another. They have their 
parentage, kinship, generations. They are watch- 
towers in sight of each other on the same human 
highway. They are strands in a single^able belt- 
ing the globe. Link by link David’s investigating 
hands were slipping eagerly along <a,, mighty chain 
of truths, forged separately by the giants of his 
time, and now welded together in the glowing 
thought of the world. 

Not all of these were scientific works. Some 
were works which followed in the wake of the 
new science, with rapid applications of its methods 
and results to other subjects, scarce conterminous 
or not even germane. For in the light of the 
great central idea of Evolution, a|^ departments 
of human knowledge had to be reviewed, recon- 
sidered, reconceived, rearranged, rewritten. Every 
foremost scholar of the world, kindling his own 
personal lamp at that central sunlike radiance, 
retired straightway into his laboratory of what- 
soever kind and found it truly illuminated for the 
first time. His lamp seemed to be of two flames 
enwrapped as one ; a baleful and a benign. When- 
ever it shone upon anything that was ^ue, it made 
this stand out the more clear, valuable, resplen- 
dent. But wherever it uncovered th.e false, it 
darted thereat a swift tongue of flame, ccmsuming 
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witN^ut -mercy the ancient rubbish of the mind. 
Vast purification of the world by the fire of tru|jh ! - 
There have been such purifications before ; but 
never perhaps in the history of the race was 
so much burned out of the intellectual path of 
man as d^ing the latter half of the nineteenth 
century. 

There is a sort of land which receives in autumn, 
year by year, the deposit of its own dead leaves 
and weeds and grasses without either the winds 
and waters to clear these away or the soil to re- 
absorb and reconvert them into the materials of 
reproduction. Thus year by year the land tends 
farther ,toward sterility by the very accumulation 
of what was once its life. But send a forest fire 
across those smothering strata of vegetable decay ; 
give once more a chance for every root below to 
meet the sun above ; for every seed above to reach 
the ground below ; soon again the barren will be 
the fertile, the desert blossom as the rose. It is 
so with the human mind. It is ever putting forth 
a thousand things which are the expression of its, 
life for a brief season. These myriads of thing# 
mature, ripen, bear their fruit, fall back dead upon 
the soil of the mind itself. That mind may be the 
mind of an individual ; it may be the mind of a 
century, a race, a civilisation. To the individual, 
then, to a jace, a civilisation, a century, arrives the 
hour when it must either consume its own dead or 
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surrender its own life. T^iese hours are the n^ral, 
the intellectual revolutions of history. 

The new science must not only clear the stag- 
nant ground for the growth of new ideas, it must 
go deeper. Not enough that rubbish should be 
burned : old structures of knowledg^^d faith, 
dangerous, tottering, unfit to be inhabited longer, 
must be shaken to their foundations,^ It brought 
on therefore a period of intellectual upheaval and 
of drift, such as was once passed through by the 
planet itself. What had long stood locked and 
immovable began to move ; what had been high 
sank out of sight ; what had been low was lifted. 
The mental hearing, listening as an ear placed amid 
still mountains, could gather into itself from afar 
the slip and fall of avalanches. Whole systems 
of belief which had chilled the soul for centuries, 
dropped off like icebergs into the warming sea and 
drifted away, melting into nothingness. 

The' minds of many men, witnessing this double 
ruin by fiame and earthquake, are at such times 
filled with consternation : to them it seems that 
nothing will survive, that beyond these cataclysms 
there will never again be stability and peace — a 
new and better age, safer footing, wider horizons, 
clearer skies. ^ 

It was so now. The literature of tfie New 
Science was followed by a literature of jew Doubt 
and Despair. But both of these were followed by 
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yet another literature which rejected alike the 
New Science and the New Doubt, and stood by 
all that was included under the old beliefs. The 
voices of these three literatures filled the world : 
they were the characteristic notes of that half- 
century, hetwd sounding together : the Old Faith, 
the New Science, the New Doubt. And they met 
at a single point ; they met at man’s place in 
Nature, at the^ idea of God, and in that system of 
thought and creed which is Christianity. 

It was at this sublime meeting -place of the 
Great Three that this untrained and simple lad 
soon arrived — searching for the truth. Here he 
began to listen to them, one after another : read- 
ing a little in science (he was not prepared for 
that), a little in the old faith, but most in the new 
doubt. For this he was ready ; toward this he 
had been driven. 

Its earliest effects were soon exhibited in him 
as a student. He performed all required work, 
slighted no class, shirked no rule, transgressed no 
restriction. But he asked no questions of any 
man now, no longer roved distractedly among the 
sects, took no share* in the discussions rife in his 
own church. There were changes more signifi- 
cant : he ceased to attend the Bible students’ 
prayer-meet^g at the college or the prayer-meet- 
ing of thji congregation in the town ; he would 
not say ‘grace at those evening suppers of the 

H 
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Disciples ; he declined ^he Lord’s Supper // his 
voice was not heard in the choir. He was, singu- 
larly enough, in regular attendance at morning 
and night services of the church ; but he entered 
timidly, apologetically, sat as near as possible to 
the door, and slipped out a little befor/f the people 
were dismissed : his eyes had been fixed respect- 
fully on his pastor throughout the sermon, but 
his thoughts were in other temples. 



VIII 

The session reached its close. The students were 
scattered far among the villages, farms, cities of 
many states. Some never to return, having passed 
rirom the life of a school into the school of life ; 
some, before vacation ended, gone with their 
laughter and vigour into the silence of the better 
Teacher. 

Over at the dormitory the annual breaking-up 
of the little band of Bible students had, as always, 
been affecting. Calm, cool, bright day of June ! 
when the entire poor tenement house was fragrant 
with flowers brought from commencement ; when 
a south wind sent ripples over the campus grass ; 
and outside the campus, across the street, the 
yards were glowing with roses. Oh, the roses of 
those young days, how sweet, how sweet they 
were ! Ho^y much sweeter now after the long, 
cruel, evil ^^ering years which have passed and 
gone since, ifhey faded ! 

The students were dispersed, and David sat at 
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his table by his open window, writing to his faidier 
and mother. 

After telling them he had stood well in his 
classes, and giving some descriptions of the 
closing days and ceremonies of the college, for 
he knew how interested they would be/n reading 
about these things, he announced that he was not 
coming home. He enclosed a part, of the funds 
still on hand, and requested his father to hire a 
man in his place to work on the farm during the 
summer. He said nothing of his doubts and 
troubles, but gave as the reason of his remaining 
away what indeed the reason was : that he wished 
to study during the vacation ; it was the best 
chance he had ever had, perhaps would ever have ; 
and it was of the utmost importance to him to 
settle a great many questions before the next' 
session of the Bible College opened. His expenses 
would be small. He had made arrangements 
with the wife of the janitor to take charge of his 
room and his washing and to give hini his meals : 
his room Itself would not cost him anything, and 
he did not need any more clothes. 

It was hard to stay away* from them. Not 
until separated had he realised how dear they were 
to him. He could not bear even to write about all 
that. And he was homesick for the ^ht of the 
farm, — the horses and cows and sheep^ — for the 
sight of Captain. But he must remain v^ere he 
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was ; what he had to do must -he done quickly — 
a great duty was involved. . And they must write 
to him oftener because iie would need their letters, 
their love, more than ever now. And so God 
keep them in health and bless them. And he was 
their grateful son, who too often had been a care 
to them, who could never forget the sacrifices they 
had made to send him to college, and whose 
only wish was that he might not cause them any 
disappointment in the future. 

This letter drew a quick reply from his father. 
He returned the money, saying that he had done 
better on the farm than he had expected and did 
not need it, and that he had a man employed, his 
former slave. Sorry as they were not to see him 
that summer, still they were glad of his desire to 
study through vacation. His own life had not 
been very successful ; he had tried hard, but had 
failed. For a long time now he had been accept- 
ing the failure as best he could. But compensa- 
tion for all this were the new interests, hopes, 
ambitions, which centred in the life of his son. 
To see him a minister, a religious leader among 
men — ^that would be happiness enough for him. 
His family had always been a religious people. 
One thing fie was already looking forward to : he 
wanted hi^/son to preach his first sermon in the 
neighbou’-liood church founded by the lad’s great- 
grandfather — ^that would be the proudest hour of 
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his life and in the lad’s* mother’s. There were 
times in the past when perhaps he had been hard 
on him, not understanding him ; this only made 
his vHsh the greater to aid him now in every way, 
at any cost. When they were not talking of him 
at home, they were thinking of him. '^nd they 
:blessed God that He had given them such a son. 
Let him not be troubled about the .Aiture ; they 
knew that he would never disappoint them. 

David sat long immovable before that letter. 

One other Bible student remained. On the 
campus, not far from the dormitory, stood a 
building of a single story, of several rooms. In 
one of these rooms there lived with his family, that 
tall, gaunt, shaggy, middle-aged man, in his shiny 
black coat and paper collars, without any cravats, 
who had been the lad’s gentle monitor on the 
morning of his entering college. He, too, was to 
spend the summer there, having no means of 
getting away with his wife and children. Though 
he sometimes went off himself, to hold meetings 
where he could and for what might be paid him ; 
now preaching and baptizing in the mountains ; 
now back again, labouring in his shirt-sleeves at 
the Pentateuch and the elementary structure of the 
English language. Such troubles as David’s were 
not for him ; nor science nor doubt. \ His own 
age contained him as a green field migl^^ hold a 
rock. Not that this kind, faithful, helpful soul 
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was a lifeless stone ; but that he was as unre- 
sponsive to the movements of his time as 
boulder is to the energies of a field. Alive in his 
own sublime way he was, and inextricably rooted 
in one ever-living book alone — the Bible. 

This middle-aged, childlike man, settled near 
David as his neighbour, was for ever a reminder 
to him of the faith he once had had — the faith 
of his earliest youth, the faith of his father and 
mother. Sometimes when the day’s work was 
done and the sober, still twilights came on, this 
reverent soul, sitting with his family gathered 
about him near the threshold of his single home- 
less room, — his oldest boy standing beside his 
chair, his wife holding in her lap the sleeping babe 
she had just nursed, — ^would begin to sing. The 
son’s voice joined the father’s ; the wife’s followed 
the son’s, in their usual hymn : — 

How firm a foundation, yc saints of the Lord, 

Is laid for your faith in His excellent word. 

Up in his room a few hundred yards away, 
the lad that moment might be trimming his lamp 
for a little more ’ reading. More than once he 
waited, listening in the darkness, to the reliant 
music of the stalwart, stern old poem. How 
devotedly/he too had been used to sing it ! 

That iiummer through, then, he kept on at the 
work of trying to settle things before college 
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reopened — things which, involved a great duty. 
Where the new thought of the age attacked 
dogma, Revelation, Christianity most, there most 
he read. He was not the only reader. He was 
one of a multitude which no man could know or 
number ; for many read in secret. Ministers of 
the Gospel read in secret in their libraries, and 
locked the books away when their cl^urch officers 
called unexpectedly. On Sunday, mounting their 
pulpits, they preached impassioned sermons concern- 
ing faith — addressed to the doubts which ravaged 
their own convictions and consciences. Elders 
and deacons read and kept the matter hid from 
their pastors. Physicians and lawyers read and 
spoke not a word to their wives and children. In 
the church from highest ecclesiastic to layman ; 
wherever in the professions was a religious, scien- 
tific, scholarly mind, there was felt the central in- 
tellectual commotion of those years — the Battle of 
the Great Three. 

And now summer was gone, the students 
flocking in, the session beginning. David re- 
entered his classes. Inwardly he drew back from 
this step ; yet take any other, Ihrow up the whole 
matter, — that he could not do. With all his 
lifelong religious sense he held on to the former 
realities, even while his grasp was loosening. 

But this could not endure. Universi^ life as 
a Bible student and candidate for the ministry. 
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every day and many times ever)’^ day, required, 
of him duties which he could not longer con- 
scientiously discharge ; they forced from him 
expressions regarding his faith which made it only 
too plain both to himself and to others how much 
out of place he now was. 

So the crisis came as come it must. 

Autumn had given place to winter, to the first 
snows, thawing during the day, freezing at night. 
The roofs of the town were partly brown, partly 
white ; icicles hung lengt.hening from the eaves. 
It was the date on which the university closed for 
the Christmas holidays — Friday afternoon preced- 
ing. All day through the college corridors, or 
along the snow-paths leading to the town, there 
had been the glad noises of that wild riotous time : 
whistle and song and shout and hurrying feet, 
gripping hands, good wishes, and good-byes. One 
by one the sounds had grown fewer, fainter, and 
had ceased ; the college was left in emptiness and 
silence, except in a single lecture-room in one 
corner of the building, from the windows of which 
you looked out across the town and toward the 
west ; there the scene took place. 

It was at the door of this room that the lad, 
having paused a moment outside to draw a deep, 
quivering breath, knocked, and being told to come 
in, entered, closed the door behind him, and sat 
down white and trembling in the nearest chair. 
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About the middle of the room were seated the 
professors of the Bible College and his pastor. 
They rose, and calling him forward shook hands 
with him kindly, sorrowfully, and pointed to a 
seat before them, resuming their own. 

Before them, then, sat the lad, facing the 
wintry light ; and there was a long silence. 
Every one knew beforehand what thq result would 
be. It was the best part of a year since that first 
interview in the pastor’s study ; there had been 
other interviews — with the pastor, with the pro- 
fessors. They had done what they could to check 
him, to bring him back. They had long been 
counsellors ; now in duty they were authorities, 
sitting to hear him finally to the end, that they 
might pronounce sentence : that would be the 
severance of his connection with the university and 
his expulsion from the church. 

Old, old scene in the history of Man — the trial 
of his Doubt by his Faith ; strange day of 
judgment, when one -half of the human spirit 
arraigns and condemns the other half. Only five 
persons sat in that room — four men and a boy. 
The room was of four bare walls and a blackboard, 
with perhaps a map or two of Palestine, Egypt, 
and the Roman Empire in the time of Paul. The 
era was the winter of the year 1868, the place was 
an old town of the Anglo-Saxon baclcwoodsmen, 
on the blue-^rass highlands of Kentucky.* But in 
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how many other places has that scene beeir^ 
enacted, before what other audiences of the 
accusing and the accused, under what laws of trial, 
with what degrees and rigours of judgment! 
Behind David, sitting soUtary there in the flesh, 
the imagination beheld a throng so countless as to 
have been summoned and controlled by the deep 
arranging eye of Dante alone. Unawu.res, he 
stood at the head of an invisible host, which 
stretched backward through time till it could be 
traced no farther. Witnesses all to that sublime, 
indispensable part of man which is his Doubt — 
Doubt respecting his origin, his meaning, his 
Maker, and his destiny. That perpetual half- 
night of his planet-mind — that shadowed side of 
his orbit-life — for ever attracted and held in place 
by the force of Deity, but destined never to 
receive its light. Yet from that chill, bleak side 
what things have not reached round and caught 
the sun ! And as of the earth’s plants, some grow 
best and are sweetest in darkness, what strange 
blossoms of faith open and are fragrant in that 
eternal umbra 1 Sacred, sacred Doubt of Man 
His agony, his searching ! which has led him always 
onward from more ignorance to less ignorance, 
from less truth to more truth ; which is the 
inspiration of his mind, the sorrow of his heart ; 
which ha? spoken everywhere in his science, philo- 
sophy, literature, art — ^in his religbn itself ; which 
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keeps him humble not vain, changing not immut- 
able, charitable not bigoted ; which attempts to 
solve the universe and knows that it does not solve 
it, but ever seeks to trace law, to clarify reason, 
and so to find whatever truth it can. 

As David sat before his professors and his 
pastor, it was one of the moments that sum up 
civilisation. 

Across the room, behind them also, what a 
throng ! Over on that side was Faith, that 
radiant part of the soul which directly basks in 
the light of God, the sun. There, visible to the 
eye of imagination, were those of all times, places, 
and races, who have sat in judgment on doubters, 
actual or suspected. In whatsoever else differing, 
united in this : that they have always held them- 
selves to be divinely appointed agents of the Judge 
of all the earth : His creatures chosen to punish 
His creatures. And so behind those professors, 
away back in history, were ranged Catholic popes 
and Protestant archbishops, and kings and queens, 
Protestant and Catholic, and great mediaeval 
jurists, and mailed knights and palm-bearing 
soldiers of the cross, and holy inquisitors drown- 
ing poor old bewildered women, tearing living 
flesh from flesh as paper, crushing bones like 
glass, burning the shrieking human body to 
cinders : this in the name of a Christ whose 
Gospel was mercy, and by the authority cff a God 
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whose law was love. They were all there, tier 
after tier, row above row, a vast shadowy colosseuUi 
of Intent judicial faces — Defenders of the Faith. 

But no inquisitor was in this room now, nor 
punitive intention, nor unkind thought. Slowly 
throughout the emerging life of man this identical 
trial has gained steadily in charity and mildness. 
Looking backward over his long pathway ♦’hrough 
bordering mysteries, man himself has been brought 
to see, time and again, that what was his doubt 
was his ignorance ; what was his faith was his 
error ; that things rejected have become believed ; 
and that things believed have become rejected ; 
that both his doubt and his faith are the tempor- 
ary condition of his knowledge, which is ever 
growing ; and that rend him faith and doubt ever 
will, but destroy him, never. 

No Smithfield fire, then, no Jesuitical rack, no 
cup of hemlock, no thumb-screw, no torture of 
any kind for David. Still, here was a duty to be 
done, an awful responsibility to be discharged in 
sorrow and with prayer ; and grave good men 
they were. Blameless was this lad in all their 
eyes save in his do'ubt. But to doubt — was not 
that the greatest of sins ? 

The lad soon grew composed. These judges 
were still his friends, not his masters. His 
masters were the writers of the books in which 
he belieVed, and he spoke for them, for what he 
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believed to be the truth, far as man had learned 
it. The conference lasted through that short 
winter afternoon. In all that he said the lad 
showed that he was full of many confusing voices : 
the voices of the new science, the voices of the new 
dotubt. One voice only had fallen silent in him : 
the voice of the old faith. 

It had grown late. Twilight was descending 
on the white campus, on the snow-capped town. 
Away in the west, beyond the clustered house- 
tops, there had formed itself the solemn picture 
of a red winter sunset. The light entered the 
windows and fell on the lad’s face. One last 
question had just been asked him by the most 
venerable and beloved of his professors — in tones 
awe-stricken, and tremulous with his own humility, 
and with compassion for the erring boy before him — 
‘ Do you not even believe in God ? ’ 

Ah, that question ! which shuts the gates of 
consciousness upon us when we enter sleep, and 
sits close outside our eyelids as we waken ; which 
was framed in us ere we were born, which comes 
fullest to life in us as life itself ebbs fastest. That 
question “which exacts of the finite to affirm 
whether it apprehends the Infinite, that prodding of 
the evening midge for its opinion of the polar star. 

Do you not even believe in God ? ’ 

The lad stood up, he whose life until these 
months had been a prayer, whose very lumbers 
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had been worship. He stood np, from some 
impulse — perhaps the respectful habit of rising 
when addressed in class by this professor. At first 
he made no reply, but remained looking over the 
still heads of his elders into that low red sunset sky. 
How often had he beheld it, when feeding the 
stock at frozen twilights ! One vision rose before 
him now of his boyhood life at home — ^h’s hopes 
of the ministry — ^the hemp fields where he had 
toiled — his father and mother waiting before the 
embers this moment, mindful of him. He recalled 
how often in the last year he had sat upon his bed- 
side at midnight when all were asleep, asking 
himself that question^ — 

‘ Do I believe in God ? ’ 

And now he was required to lay bare what his 
young soul had been able to do with that eternal 
mystery. 

He thrust his big coarse hand into his breast- 
pocket and drew out a little red morocco Testa- 
ment which had been given him when he was 
received into the congregation. He opened it at 
a place where it seemed used to lie apart. He 
held it before his fhee, but could not read. At 
last, controlling himself, he said to them with 
dignity, and with the common honesty which was 
the life of him — 

‘I read you a line which is the best answer T 
can giveTjust now to your last question.’ 
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And so he read — 

‘ Lord, I believe ; help Thou my unbelief! ’ 

A few moments later he turned to another page 
and said to them — 

‘ These lines also I desire to read to you who 
believe in Christ and believe that Christ and God 
are one. I may not understand them, but I have 
thought of them a great deal — 

‘ And if any man hear my words and believe not, 
I judge him not: for I came not to judge the world 
but to save the world. 

‘ He that rejecteth me and receiveth not my words, 
hath one that judge th him: the word that I have 
spoken, the same shall judge him in the last day' 

He shut his Testament and put it back into 
his pocket and looked at his judges, 

‘ I understand this declaration of Christ to 
mean,’ he said, ‘that whether I believe in Him 
or do not believe in Him, I am not to be judged 
till God’s Day of Judgment.’ 



IX 

A FEW days' later David was walking across the 
fields on his way home : it was past the middle 
of the afternoon. 

At early candle-light that morning the huge 
red stage-coach, leaving town for his distant part 
of the country, had rolled, creaking and rattling, 
to the dormitory entrance, the same stage that had 
conveyed him thither. Throwing up his window, 
he had looked out at the curling white breath of 
the horses and at the driver, who, buried in coats 
and rugs, and holding the lash of his whip in his 
mittened fist, peered up and called out with no 
uncertain temper. 

The lad was ready. He hastily carried down 
the family umbrella and the Brussels carjjet valise 
with its copious pink roses, looking strangely out 
of season amid all that hoar frost. Then he 
leaped back upstairs for something which had 
been added to his worldly goods since he entered 
college — a small, cheap trunk, containing a few 
garments and the priceless books. These things 
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the driver stored in the boot of the stage, be- 
spattered with mud now frozen. Then, running 
back once more, the lad seized his coat and hat, 
cast one troubled glance around the meaningless 
room which had been the theatre of such a drama 
in his life, went over to the little table, and blew 
out his Bible student’s lamp for ever, and hurry- 
ing down with a cordial ‘ all ready,’ climbed to 
the seat beside the driver and was whirled away. 

He turned as he passed from the campus to 
take a last look at Morrison College, stand- 
ing back there on the hill, venerable, majestical, 
tight-closed, its fires put out. As he crossed the 
city (for there were passengers to be picked up 
and the mail-bag to be got), he took unspoken 
leave of many other places : of the book-store 
where he had bought the masterpieces of his 
masters ; of the little Italian apple-man — who 
would never again have so simple a customer for 
his slightly damaged fruit ; of several tall, proud, 
well-frosted church spires now turning rosy in 
the sunrise ; of a big, handsome house standing 
in a fashionable street with black coal smoke 
pouring out of the chimneys.* There the friends 
of his boyhood ‘ boarded ’ ; there they were now, 
asleep in luxurious beds, or gone away for the 
holidays, he knew not which : all he did know 
was that they were gone far away from him along 
life’s other pathways. *. 
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Soon the shops on each side were succeeded 
homesteads; gradually these stood farther apart 
as farmhouses set back from the high-road ; the 
street had become a turnpike, they were in open 
country, and the laJ was on his way to his father 
and mother. 

In the afternoon, at one of the stops for water- 
ing horses, he had his traps and trappings put out. 
From this place a mud road wound across the 
country to his neighbourhood ; and at a point some 
two miles distant, a pair of bars tapped it as an 
outlet and inlet for the travel on his father’s land. 

Leaving his things at the roadside farmhouse 
with the promise that he would return for them, 
the lad struck out — not by the lane, but straight 
across country. 

It was a mild winter day without wind, without 
character — one of the days on which Nature seems 
to take no interest in herself and creates no interest 
in others. The sky was overcrowded with low, 
ragged clouds, without discernible order or direc- 
tion. Nowhere a yellow sunbeam glinting on any 
object, but vast jets of misty radiance shot down- 
ward in far-diverging lines toward the world ; as 
though above the clouds were piled the waters of 
light and this were scant escaping spray. 

He walked on, climbing the fences, coming on 
the familiar sights of winter woods and fields. 
Having been away from them for the first time. 
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and that during more than a year, with what feel- 
ings he now beheld them ! 

Crows about the corn shocks, flying leisurely to 
the stake-and-ridered fence : there alighting with 
their tails pointing toward him and their heads 
turned sideways over one shoulder, but soon pre- 
senting their breasts, seeing he did not hunt. The 
solitary caw of one of them — that thin, indifferent 
comment of their sentinel, perched on the silver- 
gray twig of a sycamore. In another field the 
startled flutter of field larks from pale yellow 
bushes of ground-apple. Some boys out rabbit- 
hunting in the holidays, with red cheeks and gay 
woollen comforters around their hot necks and 
jean jackets full of Spanish needles : one shoulder- 
ing a gun, one carrying a game-bag, one eating an 
apple : a pack of dogs and no rabbit. The winter 
brooks, trickling through banks of frozen grass 
and broken reeds ; their clear brown water some- 
times open, sometimes covered with figured ice. 

Red cattle in one distant wood, moving tender- 
footed around the edge of a pond. The fall of a 
forest tree sounding distinct amid the reigning 
stillness — felled for cordwood.' And in one field 
— bright there before him ! — the chopping sound 
of busy hemp-brakes and the sight of negroes, 
one singing a hymn. Oh, the memories, the 
memories ! 

By and by he reached the edge of his ‘father’s 



u. THE INCREASING PURPOSE H7 

land, climbed to the topmost rail of the boundary ., 
fence and sat there, his eyes glued to the whole 
scene. It lay outspread before him, the entirety 
of that farm. He had never realised before how 
little there was of it, hov/ little ! He could see all 
around it, except where the woods hid the division 
fence on one side. And the house, standing in the 
still air of the winter afternoon, with its rotting 
roof and low red chimneys partly obscured by 
scraggy cedars — how small it had become ! How 
poor, how wretched everything — the wood-pile, 
the cabin, the hen-house, the ice-house, the 
barn ! Was this any part of the great world ? 
It was one picture of desolation, the creeping 
paralysis of a house and farm. Did anything 
even move ? 

Something did move. A column of blue smoke 
moved straight and thin from the chimney of his 
father’s and mother’s room. In a far corner of the 
stable lot, pawing and nozzling some remnants of 
fodder, were the old horses. By the hay-rick he 
discovered one of the sheep, the rest being on the 
farther side. The cows by and by filed slowly 
around from behind the barn and entered the door- 
less milking stalls. Suddenly his dog emerged from 
one of those stalls, trotting cautiously, then with a 
playful burst of speed went in a streak across the 
lot toward the kitchen. A negro man issued from 
the cabin, picked out a log, knocked the ashes out 
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of his pipe in the palm of his hand, and began to 
cut the firewood for the night. 

All this did not occur at once : he had been 
sitting there a long time — heart-sick with the 
thought of the tragedy he was bringing home. 
How could he ever meet them, ever tell them? 
How would they ever understand ? If he could 
only say to his father : ‘ I have sinned and I have 
broken your heart : but forgive me.’ But he could 
not say this : he did not believe that he had done 
wrong. Yet all that he would now have to show 
in their eyes would be the year of his wasted life, 
and a trunk full of the books that had ruined 
him. 

Ah, those two years before he had started to 
college, during which they had lived happily 
together ! Their pride in him ! their self-denial, 
affection — all because he was to be a scholar and a 
minister ! 

He fancied he could see them as they sat in the 
house this moment, not dreaming he was anywhere 
near. One on each side of the fireplace ; his 
mother wearing her black dress and purple shawl : 
a ball of yarn and perhaps a tea-cake in her lap ; 
some knitting on her needles ; she knit, she never 
mended. But his father would be mending — 
leather perhaps, and sewing, as he liked to sew, 
with hog bristles — the beeswax and the awls lying 
in the bottom of a chair drawn to his side. * There 
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would be no noises in the room otherwise : h|t, 
could hear the stewing of the sap in the end of a 
faggot, the ticking of one clock, the fainter ticking 
of another in the adjoining room, like a disordered 
echo. They would not be talking ; they would be 
thinking of him. He shut his eyes, compressed 
his lips, shook his head resolutely, and leaped 
down. 

He had gone about twenty yards, when he 
heard a quick, incredulous bark down by the house, 
and his dog appeared in full view, looking up that 
way, motionless. Then he came on running and 
barking resentfully, and a short distance off stopped 
again. 

‘ Captain,’ he called with a quivering voice. 

With ears laid back and one cry of joy the dog 
was on him. The lad stooped and drew him close. 
Neither at that moment had any articulate speech 
nor needed it. As soon as he was released, the 
dog, after several leaps toward his face, was off in 
despair either of expressing or of containing his 
joy, to tell the news at the house. David laggingly 
followed. 

As he stepped upon the porch, piled against the 
wall beside the door were faggots as he used to see 
them. When he reached the door itself, he stopped, 
gazing foolishly at those faggots, at the little gray 
lichens on them : he could not knock, he could not 
turn the knob without knocking. But his step had 
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been heard. His mother opened the door and 
peered curiously out. * 

‘ Why, it’s Davy ! ’ she cried. ‘ Davy ! Davy ! ’ 
She dropped her knitting and threw her arms 
around him. 

*, David ! David ! ’ exclaimed his father, with a 
glad proud voice inside. ‘ Why, my son, my son ! ’ 
‘ Ah, he’s sick — he’s come home sick ! ’ cried 
the mother, holding him a little way off to look at 
his face. ‘ Ah ! the poor fellow’s sick ! Come in, 
come in. And this is why we had no letter ! And 
to think yesterday was Christmas Day ! And we 
had the pies and the turkey ! ’ 

‘ My son, are you unwell — have you been un- 
well ? Sit here, lie here.’ 

The lad’s face was overspread with ghastly pallor ; 
he had lost control of himself. 

‘ I have not been sick. I am perfectly well,’ he 
said at length, looking from one to the other with 
forlorn, remorseful affection. They had drawn a 
chdr close, one on each side of him. ‘ How are 
you, mother ? How are you, father ? ’ 

The change in J — that was all they saw. 

As soon as he spoke, they kndw he was in good 
health. Then the trouble was something else, 
more terrible. The mother took refuge in silence, 
as a woman instinctively does at such times ; the 
father sought relief in speech. 

* What is the matter .? What happened *? ’ 
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After a moment of horrible silence Davi4 
spoke : — 

‘ Ah, father ! How can I ever tell you ! ’ 

‘ How can you ever tell me ? ’ 

The rising anger mingled with distrust and fear 
in those words ! Huw many a father knows ! 

‘ Oh, what is it ? ’ cried his mother, wringing 
her hands, and bursting into tears. She rose and 
went to her seat under the mantelpiece. 

‘ What have you done ? ’ said his father, also 
rising and going back to his seat. 

There was a new sternness in his voice ; but the 
look which returned suddenly to his eyes was the 
old life-long look. 

The lad sat watching his father, dazed by the 
tr^edy he was facing. 

‘ It is my duty to tell you as soon as possible — 
I suppose I ought to tell you now.’ 

‘ Then speak — ^why do you sit there — ’ 

The words choked him. 

‘Oh! oh!—’ 

‘ Mother, don’t ! — ’ 

‘What is it.?’ 

‘Father, I have been put out of college and 
expelled from the church.’ 

How loud sounded the minute noises of the 
fire — the clocks — the blows of an axe at the wood- 
pile — the lowing of a cow at the barn. 

‘ For what ? ’ 
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The question was put at length in a voice flat 
and dead. It summed u[> a lifetime of feilure and 
admitted it. After an interval it was put again : — 
‘ For what ? ’ 

‘ I do not believe the Bible any longer. I do 
not believe in Christianity.’ 

‘ Oh, don’t do that ! ’ 

The cry proceeded from David’s mother, who 
crossed quickly and sat beside her husband, holding 
his hand, perhaps not knowing her own motive. 

This, then, was the end of hope and pride, the 
reward of years of self-denial, the insult to all this 
poverty. For the time, even the awful nature of 
his avowal made no impression. 

After a long silence, the father asked feebly : — 
‘ JVhy have you come back here ? ’ 

Suddenly he rose, and striding across to his son, 
struck him one blow with his mind : — 

‘ Oh, I always knew there was nothing in you ! ’ 

It was a kick of the foot. 



X 

More than two months had passed. Twilight of 
closing February was falling over the frozen fields. 
The last crow had flapped low and straight toward 
the black wood beyond the southern horizon. No 
sunset radiance streamed across the wide land, for 
all day a solitude of cloud had stretched around 
the earth, bringing on the darkness now before 
its time. 

In a small hempfield on an edge of the vast 
Kentucky tableland, a solitary breaker kept on at 
his work. The splintered shards were piled high 
against his brake : he had not paused to clear them 
out of his way except around his bootlegs. Near 
by, the remnant of the shock had fallen over, clods 
of mingled frost and soil still sticking to the level 
butt-ends. Several yards to windward, where the 
dust and refuse might not settle on it, lay the pile 
of gray-tailed hemp, — the coarsest of man’s work, 
but finished as conscientiously as an art. From 
the warming depths of this rose the head and neck 
of a common shepherd dog, his face turned uneasily 
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but patiently toward the worker. Whatever that 
master should do, whether understood or not, was 
right to him ; he did not ask to understand, but 
to love and to serve. Farther away in another 
direction leaned the charred rind of a rotting stump. 
At intervals the rising wind blew the ashes away, 
exposing live coals — that fireside of the labourer, 
wandering with him from spot to spot over the 
bitter lonely spaces. 

The hempbreaker had just gone to the shock 
and torn away another armful, dragging the rest 
down. Exhausting to the picked and powerful, 
the work seemed easy to him ; for he was a young 
man of the greatest size and strength, moulded in 
the proportions which Nature often chooses for her 
children of the soil among that people. Striding 
rapidly back to his brake, the clumsy five-slatted 
device of the pioneer Kentuckians, he raised the 
handle and threw the armful of stalks crosswise 
between the upper and the lower blades. Then 
swinging the handle high, with his body wrenched 
violently forward and , the strength of his good 
right arm put forth, he brought it down. The 
crash, crash, crash could have been heard far 
through the still air ; for it is the office of those 
dull blades to hack their way as through a bundle 
of dead rods. 

A little later he stopped abruptly, with silent 
inquiry turning his face to the sky : a raindrop 
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had fallen on his hand. Two or three drops ^ 
struck his face as he wafted. It had been very 
cold that morning, too cold for him to come out 
to work. Though by noon it had moderated, it 
was cold still ; but out of the warmer currents of 
the upper atmosphere, which was now the noise- 
less theatre of great changes going forward un- 
shared as yet by the strata below, sank these icy 
globules of the winter rain. Their usu^aw is to 
freeze during descent into the crystal^of snow ; 
rarely they harden after they fall, covering the 
earth with sleet. 

David, by a few quick circular motions of the 
wrist, freed his left hand from the half- broken 
hemp, leaving the bundle trailing across the brake. 
Then he hurried to the heap of well -cleaned 
fibre : that must not be allowed to get wet. The 
dog leaped out and stood to one side, welcoming 
the end of the afternoon labour and the idea of 
returning home. Not many minutes were re- 
quired for the hasty baling, and David soon rested 
a moment beside his hemp, ready to lift it to his 
shoulders. But he felt disappointed. There lay 
the remnant of the shock. He had worked hard 
to finish it before sunset. Would there not still 
be time } 

The field occupied one of the swelling knolls 
of the landscape ; his brake was set this day on 
the very' crown of a hill. As he asked himself 
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that question, he lifted his eyes, and far away 
through the twilight, lo\^r down, he saw the flash 
of a candle already being carried about in the 
kitchen. At the opposite end of the house the 
glow of firelight fell on the window-panes of his 
father’s and mother’s room. Even while he ob- 
served this, it was intercepted : his mother thus 
early was closing the shutters for the night. 

Too late ! He gave up the thought of finish- 
ing his snc.ck, recollecting other duties. But he 
remained in his attitude a few moments ; for the 
workman has a curious unconscious habit of taking 
a final survey of the scene of his labour before 
quitting it. David now glanced first up at the 
sky with dubious forethought of to - morrow’s 
weather. The raindrops had ceased to fall, but 
he was too good a countryman not to foresee un- 
settled conditions. The dog standing before him 
and watching his face, uttered an uneasy whine as 
he noted that question addressed to the clouds : 
at intervals during the afternoon he had been 
asking his question also. Then those live coals in 
the rind of the stump and the danger of sparks 
blown to the hempherds or bfake, or fence farther 
away : David walked over and stamped them out. 
As he returned, he fondled the dog’s head in his 
big, roughened hand. 

‘ Captain,’ he said, ‘ are you hungry ? ’ 

All at once he was attracted by a spectacle, and 
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forgot everything else. For as he stood there, 
beside his bale of hemp^ in the dead fields, his 
throat and eyes filled with' dust, the dust all over 
him, low on the dark red horizon there had 
formed itself the solemn picture of a winter sun- 
set. Amid the gathering darkness the workman 
remained gazing toward that great light — into the 
stillness of it — the loneliness — the eternal peace. 
On his rugged face an answering light was kindled, 
the glory of a spiritual passion, the fkcrfie of im- 
mortal things alive in his soul. More akin to 
him seemed that beacon fire of the sky — ^more 
nearly his real pathway home appeared that 
distant road and gateway to che Infinite — than the 
flickering, near house-taper in the valley below. 
Once before, on the most memorable day of his 
life, David had beheld a winter sunset like that ; 
but then across the roofs of a town — roofs half 
white, half brown with melting snow, and with 
lengthening icicles dripping in the twilight. 

Suddenly, as if to shut out troubled thoughts, 
he stooped, and throwing his big long arms about 
the hemp, lifted it to his shoulder. ‘ Come, 
Captain,’ he called .t) his companion, and stalked 
heavily away. As he went, he began to hum an 
ancient, sturdy hymn: — 

How firm a foundatioii, ye saints of the Lord, 

Is laid for your faith in His excellent Word. 
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The flame shall not hurt thee ; I only design 

Thy dross to consume and thy gold to refine. 

He had once been used to love those words and to 
feel the rocklike basis of them as fixed unshakably 
bpneath the rolling sea of the music ; now he sang 
fhe melody only. A little later, as though he had 
no right to indulge himself even in this, it died on 
the air ; and only the noise of his thick, stiffened 
boots cc.Mld have been heard crushing the frozen 
stubble, as '‘he went staggering under his load 
toward the barn. 



XI 

When he reached the worm fence of the hemp- 
field he threw his load from his shoul^i^pon the 
topmost rail, and, holding it there with one hand, 
climbed over. He had now to cross the stable 
lot. Midway of this, he passed a rick of hay. 
Huddled under the sheltered side were the sheep 
of the farm, several in number and of the common 
sort. At the sight of him they always bleated 
familiarly, but this evening their long, quavering, 
gray notes were more penetrating, more insistent 
than usual. These sensitive, gentle creatures, 
whose instincts represent the accumulating and 
inherited experiences of age upon age of direct 
contact with Nature, run far ahead of us in our 
forecasting wisdom ; and many a time they utter 
their disquietude and warning in language that is 
understood only by themselves. The scant fiock 
now fell into the wake of David, their voices 
blending in a chorus of meek elegiacs, their fore- 
feet crowding close upon his heels. The dog, 
yielding «his place, fell into their wake, as thov^h 

K 
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covering the rear ; and so this little procession 
of friends moved in a close body toward the 
bam. ■ 

David put his hemp in the saddle-house ; a 
separate hemp-house they were not rich enough 
to own. He had chosen this particular part of 
the barn because it was driest in roof and floor. 
Several bales of hemp were already piled against 
the logs on one side ; and besides these, the room 
containe3^'*ihe harness, the cart and the waggon 
gear, the box of tar, his maul and wedges, his 
saddle and bridle, and sundry implements used in 
the garden or on the farm. It was almost dark 
in there now, and he groped his way. 

The small estate of his father, comprising only 
some fifty or sixty acres, supported little live 
stock : the sheep just mentioned, a few horses, 
several head of cattle, a sow and pigs. Every 
soul of these inside or outside the barn that 
evening had been waiting for David. They had 
begun to think of him and call for him long before 
he had quit work in the field. Now, although it 
was not much later than usual, the heavy cloud 
made it appear so ; and all these creatures, like 

£ lves, are deceived by appearances and suffer 
y from imagination. They now believed 
t was far past the customary time for him 
to appear, that they were nearing the verge of 
starvation ; and so they were bewailing in a 
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dejected way his unaccountable* absence and their 
miserable lot — ^whh no one to listen. 

Scarcely had the ratding of the iron latch 
the saddle-house apprised them of his arrival before 
every dumb brute — dumb, as dumb tpen say — 
experienced a cheerful change of mind, and began 
to pour into his ears the eager, earnest, gratifying 
tale of its rights and its wrongs. What honest 
voices as compared with the human — ^^metimes. 
No question of sincerity could haVv. Iseen raised 
by any one who heard them speak. It may not 
have been music ; but every note of it was God’s 
truth. 

The |nan laughed heartily as he paused a 
moment and listened to that rejoicing uproar. 
But he was touched, also. To them he was the 
answerer of prayer. Not one believed that he 
ever refused to succour in time of need, or turned 
a deaf ear to supplication. If he made poor 
provision for them sometimes, though they might 
not feel satisfied, they never turned against him. 
The barn was very old. The chemical action of 
the elements had first rotted away the shingles at 
the points where the nails pinned them to the 
roof ; and, tkus loosened, the winds of many 
had dislodged and scattered them. Througl^l^pse 
holes, rain could penetrate to the stalls of the 
horses, so that often they would get up mired and 
stiff and shivering ; but they never reproached him. 
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On the northern side of the barn the weather- 
boarding was quite gone in places, and the wind 
blew freely in. Of wintel- mornings the backs of 
the cows would sometimes be flecked with snow, 
or this’ being stubbornly melted by their own heat, 
their hides would be hung with dew-drops ; they 
never attributed that fact to him as a cruelty. In 
the whole stable there was not one critic of his 
providence : all were of the household of faith : 
the membefy being in good standing and full 
fellowship. 

Remembrance of this lay much in his mind 
whenever, as often, he contrasted his association 
with his poor animals, and the troublous problem 
of faith in his own soul. It weighed with especial 
heaviness upon his heart, this nightfall in the barn, 
over which hung that threatening sky. Do what 
he could for their comfort, it must be insufficient 
in a rotting, wind-swept shelter like that. And 
here came the pinch of conscience, the wrench of 
remorse : the small sums of money which his 
father and mother had saved up at such a sacrifice 
on the farm, — the money which he had spent 
lavishly on himself in prep^ation, as he had 
supposed, for his high calling in life, — if but a 
small part of that had been applied to the roof 
and weather-boarding of the stable, the stock 
this night might have been housed in warmth and 
safety. • 
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The feeding and bedding attended to, with-^* 
basket of cobs in his hand for his mother, he 
hurried away to the wf"od-pile. This was in thq*^ 
yard near the negro cabin and a hundred yards or 
more from the house. There he began to out and 
split the wood for che fires that night and for next 
morning. Three lengths of this : first, for the 
grate in his father’s and mother’s room — the best 
to be found among the logs of the wood-pile : 
good dry hickory for its ready bla 7 . %nd rousing 
heat ; to be maxed with seasoned oak, lest it burn 
out too quickly — an expensive wood ; and perhaps 
also with some white ash from a tree he had felled 
in the autumn. Then sundry back-logs and knots 
of black walnut for the cabin of the two negro 
women (there being no sense of the value of this 
wood in the land in those days, nearly all of it 
going to the cabins, to the kitchens, to cordwood, 
or to the fences of the farm ; while the stumps 
were often grubbed up and burned on the spot). 
Then fuel of this same sort for the kitchen stove. 
Next, two or three big armfuls of very short sticks 
for the small grate in his own small room above 
stdrs — a little mor6 than usual, with the idea that 
he might wish to sit up late. 

There was scarce light enough to go by. He 
picked his logs from the general pile by the feel 
of the bark ; and having set his foot on each, to 
hold it in place while he chopped, he struck rather 
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by habit than by sight. Loud and rapid the 
strokes resounded ; for he went at it with a 
youthful will, and with hijnger gnawing him, and 
though his arms were stiff and tired, the axe to 
him was always a plaything — a plaything that he 
loved. At last, from under the hen-house near by 
he drew out and split some pieces of kindling, and 
then stored his axe in that dry place with fresh 
concern about soft weather ; for more raindrops 
were fallingS«nd the wind was rising. 

Stooping down now, he piled the faggots in the 
hollow of his arm, till the wood rose cold and 
damp against his hot neck, against his ear, and 
carried first some to the kitchen, and then some 
to the side porch of the house, where he arranged 
it carefully against the wall, close to the door, and 
conveniently for a hand reaching outward from 
within. As he was heaping up the last of it, 
having taken three turns to the wood-pile, the 
door was opened slowly, and a slight, slender 
woman peered around at him. 

‘ What makes you so late ? ’ 

Her tone betrayed minute curiosity rather than 
any large concern. ‘ 

‘I wanted to finish a shock, mother. But it 
isn’t much later than usual ; it’s the clouds. 
Here’s some good kindling for you in the morn- 
ing and a basket of cobs,’ he added tenderly. 

She received in silence the feed basket *he held 
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out to her, and watched him as he kneeled, busily 
piling up the last of the fj^gots. 

‘ I hope you haven’t cut any more of that green 
oak ; your father couldn’t keep warm.’ 

‘This is hickory, dead hickory, with some 
seasoned oak. Father’ll have to take his coat off 
and you’ll have to get a fan.’ 

There was a moment of silence. 

‘ Supper’s over,’ she said simply. 

She held in one hand a partly eatv' .'biscuit. 

‘ I’ll be in soon now. I’ve nothing to do but 
kindle my fire.’ 

After another short interval she asked : 

‘ Is it going to snow ? ’ 

‘ It’s going to do something.’ 

She stepped slowly back into the warm room 
and closed the door. 

David hurried to the wood-pile and carried the 
sticks for his own grate upstairs, making two tri^ 
of it. The stairway was dark ; his room dark and 
damp, and filled with the smell of farm boots and 
working clothes left wet in the closets. Groping 
his way to the mantelpiece, he struck a sulphur 
match, lighted a h&lf-burned candle, and kneeling 
down, began to kindle his fire. 

As it started and spread, little by little it 
brought out of the cheerless darkness all the 
features of the rough, homely, kind face, bent 
over arid watclung it so impatiently and yet half 
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absently. It gave definition to the shapeless black 
hat, around the brim of which still hung filaments 
of tow, in the folds of w^ich lay white splinters of 
hemp stalk. There was the dust of field and barn 
on the edges of the thick hair about the ears ; 
dust around the eyes and the nostrils. He was 
resting on one knee ; over the other his hands 
were crossed — enormous, powerful, coarsened 
hands, the skin so frayed and chapped that around 
the finger-iJs^ls and along the cracks here and there 
a little blood had oozed out and dried. 



XII 

When David came down to his supper, all traces 
of the day’s labour that were remov-tble had dis- 
appeared. He was clean ; and his working clothes 
had been laid aside for the cheap black-cloth suit, 
which he had been used to wear on Sundays while 
he was a f Indent. Grave, gentle, looking tired but 
looking happy, with his big shock head of hair 
and a face rugged and majestical like a youthful 
Beethoven. A kind mouth, most of all, and an eye 
of wonderfully deep intelligence. 

The narrow, uncarpeted stairway down which 
he had noisily twisted his enormous figure, with 
some amusement, as always, had brought him to 
the dining-room. This was situated between the 
kitchen and his father’s and mother’s bedroom. 
The door of each bf these stood ajar, and some 
of the warmth of the stove on one side, and of 
the grate on the other dried and tempered the 
atmosphere. 

His mother sat in her place at the head of the 
table, quietly waiting for him, and still holding in 
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one hand the partially eaten biscuit. As he took 
his seat, she rose, and, walking listlessly to the 
kitchen door, made a listless request of one of the 
two negro women. When the coffee had been 
brought in, standing, she povired out a cup, 
sweetened, stirred, and tasted it, and putting the 
spoon into it, placed it before him. Then she 
resumed her seat (and the biscuit) and looked on, 
occasionally scrutinising his face, with an expression 
perhaps the most tragic that can ever be worn by 
maternal eyes : the expression of a lowly mother 
who has given birth to a lofty son, and who has 
neither the power to understand him, nor the 
grace to realise her own inferiority. 

She wore, as usual, a dress of plain mourning, 
although she had not the slightest occa^|IO|& 
mourn — at least, from the matter of deatn||H||H 
the throat of this was caught a large, thin, 
shaped breast-pin, containing a plait of her own 
and her husband’s hair, braided together ; and 
through these there ran a silky strand cut from 
David’s head when an infant, and long before the 
parents discovered how unlike their child was to 
themselves. This breast-pin, Vith the hair of the 
three heads of the house intertwined, was the only 
symbol in all the world of their harmony or 
union. 

Around her shoulders she had thrown, accord- 
ing to her wont, a home-knit crewel shawl of 



XII THE INCREASING PURPOSE 139 

black and purple. Her hair, thick and straight 
and pasted down over the temples of her small 
head, looked like a long; -used wig. Her con- 
tracted face seemed to have accumulated the 
wrinkles of the most drawn-out, careworn life. 
Yet she was not old ; and these were ndt the lines 
of care ; for her years had been singul^ly un- 
eventful and — for her — happy. The markings 
were, perhaps, inherited from the generations of 
her weather-beaten, toiling, plain an^'^stors — with 
the added creases of her own personal habits. 
For she lived in her house with the regularity and 
contentment of an insect in a dead log. And few 
causes age the body faster than such wilful indol- 
ence and monotony of mind as hers — the mind, 
thaCycry principle of physical youthfulness. Save 
jie|^^hat it can also kill the body ere it age it ; 
Wfe by too great rankness breaking down at 
once the framework on which it has been reared, 
or afterward causing this to give way slowly under 
the fruitage of thoughts, too heavy any longer to 
be borne. 

That from so dark a receptacle as this mother 
there should have Emerged such a child of %ht, 
was one of those mysteries that are the perpetual 
delight of Nature and the despair of Science. 
This did not seem one of those instances — also a 
secret of the great Creatress — ^in which she pro- 
duces upon the stem of a common rose a bud of 
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alien splendour. It was as if potter’s clay had 
conceived marble. The explanation of David did 
not lie in the fact that su^h a mother had produced 
him. 

One of the truest marks of her small, cold 
mind was the rigid tyranny exercised over it by 
its own worthless ideas. Had she not sat beside 
her son while he ate, had she not denied herself 
the comfort of the fireside in the adjoining room, 
in order that she might pour out for him the 
coffee that was unfit to be drunk, she would have 
charged herself with being an unfaithful, undutiful 
mother. But this done, she saw no further, 
beheld nothing of the neglect, the carelessness, 
the cruelty of all the rest, part of which this 
very moment was outspread beneath her eyes. 

For at the foot of the table, where David’s 
father had sat, were two pardy-eaten dishes : one 
of spare-rib, one of sausage. The gravy in each 
had begun to whiten into lard. Plateg heaped 
with corn-bread and with biscuit, poorly baked 
and now cold, were placed on each side; In front 
of him had been set a pitcher of milk ; this rattled 
as he poured it, with its own bluish ice. On all 
that homely, neglected board one thing only put 
everything else to shame. A single candle in a 
low brass candlestick in the middle of the table 
scarce threw enough light to reveal the scene ; but 
its flame shot deep into the golden, crystalline 
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depths of a jar of honey standing' dose beside it — • 
honey from the bees in the garden — a scathing, 
but unnoticed rebuke from the food and house- 
keeping of the bee to the food and housekeeping 
of the woman. 

Work in the hempfields leaves a man’s body 
calling in every tissue for restoration of its waste. 
David had hardly taken hi-J seat before his eye 
swept the prospect before him with savage hope. 
In him wasr the hunger, not of toj,^ alone, but 
of youth still growing to manhood, of absolute 
health. Whether he felt any mortification at his 
mother’s indifference, is doubtful. Assuredly life- 
long experience had taught him that nothing 
better was to be expected from her. How far he 
had unconsciously grown callous to things as they 
were at home, there is no telling. Ordinarily we 
become in such matters what we must ; but it is 
likewise true that the first and last proof of high 
personal superiority is the native, irrepressible 
power of the mind to create standards which rise 
above all experience and surroundings ; to carry 
everywhere with itself, whether it will or not, 
a blazing, scorching* censorship of the facts that 
offend it. Regarding the household management 
of his mother, David at least never murmured ; 
what he secretly felt he alone knew, perhaps not 
even he, since he was no self-examiner. As to 
those shortcomings of hers which he could not 
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fail to see, for them he uncoi|teiously showed 
tenderest compassion. d " 

She had indulged so^ long p(e#- sloth even in 
the operation of thinking, thit ifew ideas now 
rose from the inner void to dispirb the apathetic 
surface ; and she did not hesitaj|B , to recur to any 
one of these any number of tim^ in a conversation 
with the same person. / ' 

‘ What makes you so late ? \ 

‘ I wanted, to finish a shock. Then there was 
the feeding, and the wood to cut. And I had 
to warm my room up a little before I could 
wash.’ 

‘ Is it going to snow ? ’ 

‘ It’s hard to say. The weather looks very un- 
settled and threatening. That’s one reason why I 
wanted to finish my shock.’ 

There was silence for a while. David was tpo 
ravenous to talk; and his mother’s habit was to 
utter one sentence at a time. 

* I got three fresh eggs to-day ; one had dropped 
from the roost and frozen : it was cracked, but it 
will do for the coffee in the morning.’ 

* printer must be nearly over if the hens are 
beginning to lay : fhey know. They must have 
some fresh nests.’ 

* The cook wants to kill one of the old ones 
for soup to-morrow.’ 

‘ What an evil-minded cook ! ’ • 
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It was with Ws mother only diat David showe4‘ 
the new cheerfuliiiess that had begun to manifest 
itself in him linds his return from college. She, 
however, did not understand the reasons of this 
and viewed it unfavourably. 

* We opened a hole in the last hill of turnips 
to-day.’ 

She spoke with uneasines*?. 

‘ There’ll be enough to last, I reckon, mother.’ . 

‘You needn’t pack any more fhips to the 
smoke-house : the last meat’s smoked enough.’ 

‘ Very well, then. You shall have every basket- 
ful of them for your own fire.’ 

‘ If you can keep them from the negroes : 
negroes love chips.’ 

‘ I’ll save them while I chop. You shall have 
them, if I have to catch them as they fly.’ 

His hunger had been satisfied : his spirits 
began to rise. 

‘Mother, are you going to eat that piece of 
biscuit ? If not, just hand it over to me, please.’ 

She looked drily down at the bread in h<!r 
fingers : humour was denied her — that playfulness 
of purest reason. • 

David had commenced to collect a plat^ul of 
scraps — the most appetising of the. morsels that he 
himself had not devoured. He rose and went out 
into the porch to the dog. 

‘ Now, mother,’ he said, re-entering ; and with 
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quiet dignity he preceded her into the room 
adjbining. 

His father sat on one side of the fireplace, 
watching the open door 'for the entrance of his 
son. He appeared slightly bent over in his chair. 
Plainly the days of rough farm-work and exposure 
were over for him, prematurely aged and housed. 
There was about him — about the shape and 
carriage of the head — in the expression of the eye 
most of all, perhaps, — the not wholly obliterated 
markings of a thoughtful and powerful breed of 
men. His appearance suggested that some ex- 
planation of David might be traceable in this 
quarter. For while we know nothing of these 
deep things, nor ever shall, in the sense that we 
can supply the proofs of what we conjecture ; 
while Nature goes ever about her ancient work, 
and we cannot declare that we have ever watched 
the operations of her fingers, think on we will, 
and reason we must, amid her otherwise intolerable 
mysteries. Though we accomplish np more in 
our philosophy than the poor insect, which moment- 
arily illumines its wandering through the illimitable 
night by a flash from its own body. 

Lost in obscurity, then, as was David’s relation 
to his mother, there seemed some gleams of light 
discernible in that between father and son. For 
there are men whom Nature seems to make use or 
to connect their own offspring not with themselves 
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but with earlier sires. They are like sluggitif' 
canals running between farrsepatated oceans — from 
the deeps of life to the deeps of life, allowing the' 
freighted ships to pass.* And no more does the 
stream understand what moves across its surface 
than do such commonplace agents comprehend 
the sons who have sprung from their own loins. 
Here, too, is one of Nature’s greatest crudties to 
the parent. 

As David’s father should not have recognised 
his remote ancestors if brought face to face, so he 
did not discover in David the image of them — ^the 
reappearance in the world, under different condi- 
‘tions, of certain elements of character found of 
old in the stock and line. He could not have 
understood how it was possible for him to transmit 
to the boy a nature which he himself did not 
actively possess. And, therefore, instead of be- 
holding here one of Nature’s mysterious returns, 
after a long period of quiescence, to her suspended 
activities ^pd the perpetuation of an interrupted 
type, so that his son was but another strong link 
of descent joined to himself, a weak one ; instead 
of this, he saw only With constant secret resentment 
that David was at once unlike him and his superior. 

These two had worked side by side year after 
year on the farm ; such comradeship in labour 
usually brings into consciousness ^dn the primeval 
bond of Man against Nature — ^the brotherhood, at 
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least, of the merely human. But while they had 
mingled their toil, sweat, hopes, and disappoint- 
ments, their minds had never met. The father 
had never felt at home with his son ; David, with- 
out knowing why — and many a sorrowful hour it 
had cost him — had never accepted as father the 
man who had brought him into the world. Each 
soon perceived that a distance separated them 
which neither could cross, though vainly both 
should try, aqd often both did try, to cross it. 

As he sat in the chimney-corner to-night, his 
very look as he watched the door, made it clear 
that he dreaded the entrance of his son ; and to this 
feeling had lately been added deeper estrangement. 

When David walked in, he took a seat in front 
of the fire. His mother followed, bringing the 
sugar-bowl and the honey, which she locked in . a 
closet in the wall : the iron in her blood was parsi- 
mony. Then she seated herself under the mantel- 
piece pn the opposite side and looked silently 
across at the face of her husband. (She was his 
second wife. His offspring by his first wife had 
died young. David was the only child of mature 
parents.) She looked across at him with the com- 
placent expression of the wife who feels that she 
and her husband are one, even though their off- 
spring may not be of them. The father looked 
at David ; David looked into the fire. There was 
embarrassment all round. 
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‘ How are you feeling to-night, father ? ’ , 1 *® 
asked affectionately, a momeht later, mthout lifting 
his eyes. 

‘ I’ve been suffering* a good deal. I think it’s 
the weather.’ 

‘ I’m sorry.’ 

‘ Do you think ir’s going to snow 

The husband had lived so long and closely with 
his wife, that the mechanism of their minds moved 
much like.the two wall-clocks in adjoining rooms 
of the house ; which ticked and struck, year after 
year, never quite together and never far apart. 
When David was first with one and then with 
another, he was often obliged to answer the same 
questions twice — sometimes thrice, since his mother 
alone required two identical responses. He re- 
plied now with his invariable and patient courtesy 
— yet scarcely patient, inasmuch as this did not 
try him. 

‘ What made you so late ? ’ 

David explained again. 

‘ How much hemp did you break ? ’ 

‘I didn’t weigh it, father. Fifty or sixty 
pounds, perhaps.’ • 

‘ How many more shocks are there in the field ?’ 

‘Twelve or fifteen. I wish there were a 
hundred.’ 

‘ I wish so, too,’ said David’s mother, smiling 
plainti^iely at her husband. 
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* John Bailey was here after dinner,’ remarked 
David’s father. ‘ He has sold his crop of twenty- 
seven acres for four thousand dollars. Ten dollars 
a hundred.’ * 

‘That’s fine,’ said David with enthusiasm, 
thinking regretfully of their two or three acres. 

‘ Good hemp lands are going to rent for twenty 
or twenty-five dollars an acre in the spring,’ con- 
tinued his father, watching the effect of his words. 

David got vp, and going to the door, reached 
around against the wall for two or three sticks of 
the wood he had piled there. He replenished the 
fire, which was going down, and resumed his seat. 

For a while father and son discussed in a re- 
served way matters pertaining to the farm ; the 
amount of feed in the barn and the chances of its 
lasting ; crops to be sown in the spring, and in 
what fields ; the help they should hire — ^a new 
trouble at that time. For the negroes, recently 
emancipated, were wandering hither* and thither 
over the farms, or flocking to the towns unused to 
freedom, unused to the very wages they now de- 
manded, and nearly everywhere seeking employ- 
ment from any one in prefererice to their former 
masters, as part of the proof that they were no 
longer in slavery. David’s father had owned but 
a single small family of slaves ; the women re- 
m^ed, the man had sought work on one of the 
far richer estates in the neighbourhood. 
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They threshed over once more the strav^’^oF 
these familiar topics and ihen fell into embarrassed 
silence. The father broke tlds with an abrupt, 
energetic exclam*».tion and a sharp glance — 

‘If hemp keeps up to what it is now, I am 
going to put in more.’ 

‘ Where ? ’ asked the son quietly ; ‘ I don’t see 
that we have any ground to spare.’ 

‘ rU take the woods.’ 

‘ Father ! ’ cried David, wheeling on him. 

‘ I’ll take the woods ! ’ repeated his father vdth 
a flash of anger, of bitterness. ‘ And if I’m not 
able to hire the hands to clear it, then I’ll rent it. 
Bailey wants it. He offered twenty-five dollars 
an acre. Or I’ll sell it,’ he continued with more 
anger, more bitterness. ‘ He’d rather buy it than 
rent.’ 

‘ How could we do without the woods ? ’ in- 
quired the son, looking like one dazed. ‘ With- 
out the timber and the grazing ? ’ 

* What will we do without the woods ? ’ cried 
his father, catching up the words excitedly. 

‘ What will we do without the farm ? ’ 

‘ What do you mean by all this, father ? ’ What 
is back of it ’ cried David, suddenly aroused by 
vague fears. 

‘ I mean,’ exclaimed the father, with a species 
of satisfaction in his now plain words, *I mean 
that Bailey wants to buy the farm. I mean that 
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he urges me to sell out for my own good ! tells 
me I must sell out ! must move ! leave Kentucky ! 
go to Missouri — ^like other men when they fail.’ 

‘ Go to Missouri,’ echoed the wife with dismal 
res^nation, smiling at her husband, 

‘.Have you sold it ? ’ asked David with flushed, 
angry face. 

‘No.’ 

‘ Nor promised ? ’ 

‘No!’ « 

‘ Then, father, don’t ! Bailey is trying again 
to get the farm away from you. You and mother 
shall never sell your home and move to Missouri 
on my account.’ 

The son sat looking into the fire, controlling 
his feelings. The father sat looking at the son, 
making a greater effort to control his. Both of 
them realised the poverty of the place and the 
need of money. 

The hour was already past the father’s eariy 
bedtime. He straightened himself up now, and 
turning his back, took oflF his coat, hung it on the 
back of his chair, and began to unbutton his waist- 
coat, and rub his arms. The* mother rose, and 
going to the high-posted bed in a corner of the 
room, arranged the pillows, turned down the 
covers, and returning, sat provisionally on the 
edge of her chair and released her breastpin. 
David started up. 
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‘ Mother, give me a candle, will you ? ’ 

He went over with her to the closet, waited 
while she unlocked it and thrus^-ing her arm deep 
into its disordered depths, searched till she drew 
out a candle. No good-n>ght was spoken ; and 
David, with a look at hn father and mother which 
neither of them saw, opened and closed the door 
of their warm room, and found himself in the 
darkness outside at the foot of the cold staircase. 



XIII 

A BED of crimson coals in the bottom of the grate 
was all that survived of his own fire. 

He sat down before it, not seeing it, his candle 
unlighted in his hand, a tragedy in his eyes. 

A comfortless room. Rag carpeting on the 
floor. No rug softening the hearth-stones. The 
sashes of the windows loose in the frames and 
shaken to-night by twisty gusts. A pane of glass 
in one had been broken and the opening pasted 
over with a sheet of letter-paper. This had been 
burst by an indolent hand, thrust through to close 
the shutters outside ; and a current ' of cold air 
now swept across the small room. The man felt 
it, shook himself free of depressing thoughts, rose 
resolutely. He took from a closet one of his most 
worthless coats, and rolling it into a wad, stopped 
the hole. 

Going back to the grate, he piled on the wood, 
watching the blaze as it rushed up over the logs, 
devouring the dried lichens on the bark ; then 
rinking back to the bottom rounds, where it 
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must slowly rise again, reducing the wood to 
ashes. 

Beside him as he sat in his rush -bottomed 
chair stood a small squaifc table and on this a low 
brass candlestick, the comparJon of the ore in the 
dining-room. A half-buint candle rose out of the 
socket. As David now lighted it and laid the long 
fresh candle alongside the snuffers, he measured 
with his eye the length of his luminaries and the 
amount of' his wood — two friends* The little 
grate had commenced to roar at him bravely, 
affectionately ; and the candle sputtered to him 
and threw sparks into the air — the rockets of its 
welcoming flame. 

It was not yet ten o’clock : two hours of the 
long winter evening remained. He turned to his 
treasury. 

This was a trunk in a corner, the trunk he had 
bought while at college, small and cheap in itself, 
not in what it held. For here were David’s books 
— the great grave books which had been the 
making of him, or the undoing of him, according 
as one may have enough of God’s wisdom and 
mercy to decide wHbther it were the one or the 
other. 

As the man now moved his chair over, lifted 
the lid, and sat gazing down at the backs of them, 
arranged in a beautiful order of his own, there was 
in the lofty, solemn look of him some further evi- 
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dence of their power over him. The coarse toil 
of the day was forgotten ; his loved dependent 
animals in the wind-swept barn forgotten ; the 
evening with his father tnd mother, the unalter- 
able emptiness of it, the unkindness, the threaten- 
ing tragedy, forgotten. Not that desolate room 
with firelight and candle ; not the poor farm- 
house ; not the meagre farm, nor the whole broad 
Kentucky plateau of fields and woods, heavy with 
winter wealth, heavy with comfortable homesteads, 
any longer held him as domicile, or native re- 
gion : he was gone far away into the company 
of his high-minded masters, the writers of those 
books. Choosing one, he closed the lid of the 
trunk reluctantly over the rest, and with the book 
in one hand and the chair in the other, went back 
to the fire. 

An hour passed during which, one elbow on 
the table, the shaded side of his face supported 
in the palm of his hand, he read, scarce moving 
except to snuff the wick or to lay on a fresh faggot. 
At the end of this time other laws than those 
which the writer was tracing began to assert their 
supremacy over David — the laws of strength and 
health, warmth and weariness. Sleep was descend- 
ing on him, relaxing his limbs, spreading a quiet 
mist through his brain, caressing his eyelids. He 
closed the pages and turned to his dying fire. The 
book caused him to wrestle : he wanted rest. 
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And now, floating to him . through that mist III 
his brain, as softly as a nearing melody, as radiantly 
as dawning light, came the image of Gabriella : after 
David had pursued Kno\ii4edge awhile he was ready 
for Love. But knowledge, truth, r/isdonv before 
every other earthly passion — ^that was the very soul 
of him. His heart yearned for her now in this 
closing hour, when everything else out of his way, 
field-work, stable-work, wood-cutting, filial duties, 
study, he was alone with the thought of her, the 
newest influence in his life, taking heed of her 
solely, hearkening only to his heart’s need of her. 
In all his rude existence she was the only being he 
had ever known who seemed to him worthy of a 
place in the company of his great books. Had 
the summons come to pack his effects to-morrow 
and, saying good-bye to everything else, start on a 
journey to the congenial places where his mighty 
masters lived and wrought, he would have wished 
her alone to go with him, sharer of life’s loftiness. 
Her companionship wherever -he might be — to 
have just that ; to feel that she was always with 
him, and always one with him ; to be able to turn 
his eyes to hers before some vanishing firelight at 
an hour like this, with deep rest near them side by 
side ! 

He lingered over the first time he had ever 
seen her ; that memorable twilight in the town, 
^e rooftf and chimneys of the houses, half-white. 
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half-brown with melting snow, outlined against the 
low red sunset sky. He had not long before left 
the room in the university where his trial had taken 
place, and where he had learned that it was all 
over with him. He was passing along one of the 
narrow cross streets when at a certain point his 
course was barred by a heap of fresh cedar-boughs, 
jtBt thrown out of a waggon. Some children were 
gay and busy, carrying them through the side 
doors, the sexton aiding. Other children inside 
the lighted church were practising a carol to organ 
music ; the choir of their voices swelled out through 
the open doors, and some of the little ones, tugging 
at the cedar, took up the strain. 

She was standing on the low steps of the church, 
in charge of the children. In one hand she held 
an unfinished wreath, and she was binding the 
dark, shining leaves with the other. A swarm of 
snowflakes, scarce more than glittering crystals, 
danced merrily about her head and flecked her 
black fur on one shoulder. As David, not very 
mindful just then of whither he was going, stepped 
forward across the light and paused before the pile 
of cedar-boughs, she glanced at him with a smile, 
seeing how his path was barred. Then she said 
to them — 

* Hurry, Children ! the night comes when we 
cannot work.’ 

It was an hour of such good-will on ‘earth to 
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men that no one could seem, a stranger to heisr 
He instantly became a human brother, next.of kin 
to her — that was all ; she was wholly under the 
influence of the innocence and purity within and 
without. 

As he made no reply and for a moment did 
not move, she glanced quickly at him, regretting 
the smile. When she saw his face, he saw the joy 
go down out of hers ; and he felt, as he turned 
off, that she 'went with him along thej^lack street : 
alone, he seemed not alone any more. 

Though he had been with her many times since, 
no later impression had effaced one line of that 
first picture. There she stood ever to him, and 
would stand ; on the step of the church, smiling 
in her mourning, binding her wreath, the jets of 
the chandelier streaming out on her snow-sprinkled 
shoulder, the children carolling among the fragrant 
cedar-boughs scattered at her feet ; she there, de- 
corating the church, happy to be of pious service. 
Ah, to have her there in the room with him now ; 
to be able to turn his eyes to hers in the vanishing 
firelight, near sleep aw^ting them, side by side. 

There was the sotftid of a scratching on David’s 
window-shutters, as though a stiff brush were being 
moved up and down across the slats. He became 
aware that this sound had reached him at intervals 
several times already, but, as often happens, had been 
.disregarded by him owing to his preoccupation. 
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Now it was so loud as to force itself positively 
upon his attention. 

He listened, puzzled, wondering. His window 
stood high from the ^ound and clear of any 
object. In a few moments the sound made itself 
audible again. He sprang up, wide awake now, 
and raising the sash, pushed open the shutters — 
one of them easily ; against the other there was 
resistance from outside. This yielded before his 
pressure ; and as the shutter was forced wide 
open and David peered out, there swung heavily 
against his cheek what felt like an enormous 
brush of thorns, covered with ice. It was the end 
of one of the limbs of the cedar-tree which stood 
several feet from his window on one side, and 
dose to the wall of the house. Before David was 
born, it had been growing there, a little higher, 
more far-reaching laterally, every year, until 
several topmost boughs had long since risen above 
the level of the eaves and dropped their dry 
needles on the rotting shingles. Now one of the 
limbs, bent over sidewise under its ice-freighted 
berries and twigs, hung as low as his windo^, and 
the wind was tossing it. c .•* 

Sleet ! This, then, was the nature of the 
threatening storm, which all day had made man 
and beast foreboding and distressed. David held 
out his hand : rain was falling steadily, each drop 
freezing on whatsoever it fell, adding Upe to ice. 
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The moon rode higli by this time ; and its 
radiance ' pouring from above on the roof of 
riftless cloud, diffused enough light belo# to 
render large objects near at hand visible in bulk 
and outline. A row of old cedars stretched across, 
the yard. Their shapes, so familiar to him, wenfii 
already disordered. The sleet must have been, 
falling for hours to have weighed them down this 
way and that. A peculiarit) of the night was the 
wind, which increased constantly, but with fitful 
violence, gi'ring no warning of its high swoop, 
seizure and wrench. 

Sleet ! Scarce a winter but he had seen some 
little : once in his childhood a great one. He 
had often heard his father talk of others which he 
remembered — with comment on the destruction 
they had wrought far and wide, on the suffering 
of. all stock and of the wild creatures. The 
ravage had been more terrible in the forests, his 
father had thought, than what the cyclones cause 
whdi they rush upon the trees, heavy in their full 
summer-leaves, and sweep them down as easily as 
umbrellas set up on the ground. So much of the 
finest forests of Kentucky had been lost through 
its annual summer tempests and its rarer but more 
awful wintry sleets. 

No work for him in the hempfields to-morrow, 
nor for days. No school for Gabriella ; the more 
distant children would be unable to ride ; the 



i6o THE INCREASING PURPOSE xni 


nearest unable to foot it through the mirrored 
woods ; unless the weather should moderate before 
morning and melt the ice away as qmckly as it 
had formed — as sometimfs was the case. A good 
sign of this, he took it, was the ever-rising wind : 
for a rising wind and a falling temperature seldom 
appeared together. As he bent his ear listening, 
he could hear the wild roar of the surges of air 
breaking through the forest, the edge of which 
was not fifty jrards away. 

David sprang from his chair ; there was a loud 
crack, and the great limb of the cedar swept 
rattling down across his shutters, twisted, snapped 
off at the trunk, rolled over in the air, and 
striking the ground on its back, lay like a hi^e 
animal knocked lifeless. 

He forgot bed and sleep and replenished his 
fire. His ear, trained to catch and to distinguish 
soimds of country life, was now becoming alive to 
the commencement of one of those vast appalling 
catastrophes in Nature, for which man secs no 
reason and can detect the furtherance of no plan 
— ^law being turned with seeming blindness, and in 
ti^e spirit of sheer wastage, up>on what it has itself 
achieved, and spending its sublime forces in a 
work of self-desolation. 

Of the two windows in his room, one opened 
upon the back yard, one upon the front. Both 
back yard and front contained, according to the 
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custom of the country, much., shrubbery, wit||^ 
aged fruit trees, mostly cherry and peach. There 
were locusts also at the rear of the house, the old- 
time yard favourite of thp people ; other forest trees 
stood around. Through both his windows thene 
began to reach him a succession of fragile sounds ; 
the snapping of rotten, weakest, most overburdened 
twigs. On fruit tree and forest tree tliese went 
down first — as is also the law of storm and trial 
of strength among men. I’hc groy^id was now as 
one flooring of glass ; and as some of these small 
branches dropped from the tree-tops, they were 
broken into fragments, like icicles, and slid 
rattling away into the nearest depressions of the 
ground. Starting far up in the air sometimes, 
they struck sheer upon other lower branches, 
bringing them along also ; this gathering weight 
in turn descended upon others lower yet, until, so 
augmented, the entire mass swept downward and 
• fell, shivered against crystal flooring. 

But soon these more trivial facts held his 
attention no longer : they were the mere recon- 
naissance of the elements — the first light attack 
of Nature upon hef own weakness. By and by 
from the surging, roaring depths of the woods 
there suddenly reverberated to him a deep boom 
as of a cannon : one of the great trees — two- 
forked at the mighty summit and already burdened 
in each half by its tons of timber, split in twain 

M 
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at the fork as though cleft by lightning ; and now 
only the pointed trunk stood like a funeral shaft 
above its own ruins. For hours this went on : 
the light incessant rattlii^, closest around ; the 
creaking, straining, tearing apart as of suffering 
flesh, less near ; the sad, sublime booming of the 
forest. 

Now the man would walk the floor ; now 
drop into his chair before the fire. His last bit 
of candle flicj^ered blue, deep in the socket, and 
sent up its smoke. His wood was soon burnt 
out : only red coals in the bottom of the grate 
then, and these fast whitening. More than once 
he strode across and stood over his trunk in the 
shadowy corner — ^looking down at his books — 
those books that had guided him thus far, or 
misguided him, who can say ? 

When his candle gave out and later his fire, he 
jerked off his clothes and getting into bed, rolled 
himself in the bedclothes and lay listening to the 
mournful sublimity of the storm. 

Toward three o’clock the weather grew colder, 
the wind died down, the booming ceased ; and 
David, turning wearily over, “with an impulse to 
prayer, but with no prayer, went to sleep. 



XIV 

When David awoke late and drowsily the next 
morning after the storm, he lay awhile, listening. 
No rending, crashing, booming in the woods now, 
nor rattling of his window-frames. No contem- 
plative twitter of winter birds about the cedars 
in the yard, nor caw of crow, crossing the house 
chimneys toward the corn shocks. All things 
hushed, silent, immovable. 

Following so quickly upon the sublime roar 
and ravage of the night before, the stillness was 
disturbing. He sprang up and dressed quickly — 
admonished by the coldness of his room — before 
hurrying to his window to look out. When he 
tried the sash, it could not be raised. He thrust 
his hand through the broken pane and tugged at 
the shutters ; they c3uld not be shaken. Running 
downstairs to the kitchen and returning with hot 
water, he melted away the ice imbedding the bolts 
and hinges. 

A marvel of Nature terrible, beautiful, met his 
eyes : ice-rain and a great frost. Qoud, heavy still. 
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but thinner than on the day before, enwrapped the 
earth. The sun, descending through this translucent 
roof of gray, filled the air beneath with a radiance 
as of molten pearl ; and in this under-atmosphere 
of pearl all earthly things were tipped and hung in 
silver. Tree, bush, and shrub in the yard below, 
the rose clambering the pillars of the porch under 
his window, the scant ivy lower down on the house 
wall, the stiff little junipers, every blade of grass — 
all encased iw silver. The ruined cedars trailed 
from sparlike tops their sweeping sails of in- 
crusted emerald and silver. Along the eaves, like 
a row of inverted spears of unequal lengths, hung 
the argent icicles. No ; not spun silver all fhis, 
but glass ; all things buried, not under a tide of 
liquid silver, but of flowing and then cooling 
glass : Nature for once turned into a glass house, 
fixed in a brittle mass, nowhere bending or 
swaying ; but if handled roughly, sure to be 
shivered. 

The ground under every tree in the yard was 
strewn with boughs ; what must be the ruin of the 
woods whence the noises had reached him in the 
night.? Looking out of h^s window now, he 
could see enough to let him understand the havoc, 
the wreckage. 

He went at once to the stable for the feeding 
and found everything strangely quiet — the stilling 
influence of a great frost on animal life*. There 
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had been excitement and uneasiness enough duriijg 
the night ; now ensued the reaction, for man is 
but one of the many animals with nerves and 
moods. A catastrophe like this which coN’ers with 
ice the earth — grass, winter edible t\/ig and leaf, 
roots and nuts for the brute kind that turns the 
soil with the nose, such putting of all food what- 
soever out of reach of mouth or hoof or snout 
— brings these creatures face to face with the 
possibility of starving : they kno'^' it and are 
silent with apprehension of their peril ; know it 
perhaps by the survival of prehistoric memories 
reverberating as instinct still. And there is an- 
other possible prong of truth to this repression of 
their characteristic cries at such times of frost : 
then it was in ages past that the species which 
preyed on them grew most ravenous and far- 
ranging. The silence of the modern stable in a 
way takes the place of that primeval silence which 
was a law of safety in the bleak fastnesses, hunted 
over by flesh-eating prowlers. It is the prudent 
noiselessness of many a species to-day, as the deer 
and the moose. 

The sheep, having enjoyed little shelter beside 
the hayrick, had encountered the worst of the 
storm. When David appeared in the stable lot, 
they beheld him at once; for their faces were 
bunched expectantly toward the yard gate through 
which he must emerge. But they spoke not a 
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word to one another or to him as they hurried 
slipping forward. The man looked them over 
pityingly, yet with humour ; for they wore many 
undesirable pendants of glass and silver dangling 
under their bellies and down their tails. 

‘ You shall come into the barn this night,’ he 
vowed within himself. ‘ I’ll make a place for you 
this day.’ 

Little did he foresee what awful significance to 
him lay wrapped in those simple words. 

Breakfast was ready when, carrying his custom- 
ary basket of cobs for his mother, he returned to 
the house. One good result at least the storm had 
wrought for the time : it drew the members of*the 
household more closely together, as any unusual 
event — danger, disaster — generally does. So that 
his father, despite his outburst of anger the night 
previous, forgot this morning his wrongs and 
disappointments and relaxed his severity. During 
the meal he had much to recount of other sleets 
and their consequences. He inferred similar con- 
sequences now if snow should follow, or a cold 
snap set in: no work in the fields, therefore no 
hemp-breaking, and therefore* delay in selling the 
crop ; the difficulty of feeding and watering the 
stock ; no hauling along the mud roads, and little 
travel of any sort between country and town ; 
the making of much cordwood out of the fallen 
timber, with plenty of stuff for wood-piles ; the 
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Stopping of mill wheels on the ^Qzen creeks, an|^ 
scarcity of flour and meal. 

‘ The meal is nearly out now,’ said David’s 
mother. * The negroes waste it.’ 

‘ We might shell softie corn to-^ay,’ suggested 
David’s father hesitatingly. It was the .first time 
since his son’s return from college that he had 
ever proposed their working together. 

‘ I’ll take a look at the woods first,’ said 
David ; ‘ and then I want to make a place in the 
stable for the sheep, father. Tliey must come 
under shelter to-night. I’ll fix new stalls for the 
horses inside where we used to have the corn crib. 
The cows can go where the horses have been, 
and the sheep can have the shed of the cows : 
it’s better than nothing. I’ve been wanting to 
do this ever since I came home from college.’ 

A thoughtless, unfortunate remark, as con- 
nected with that shabby, desperate idea of finding 
shelter for the stock — fresh reminder of the 
creeping, spreading poverty. His father made 
no rejoinder ; and havir^ finished his breakfast in 
silence, left the table. 

His mother, locking across her coffee-cup and 
biscuit at David, without change of expression, 
inquired — 

‘ Will you get that hen ? ’ 

‘ What hen, mother ’ 

‘ I Jtold you last night the cook wanted one 
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of the old hens for soup to-day. Will you 
get it ? ’ 

‘ No, mother ; I will not get the hen for the 
cook ; the cook will probably get the hen for me.’ 

‘ She doesn’t know the fight one,’ 

‘ But neither do I.’ 

‘I want the blue dorking.’ 

‘ I have a bad eye for colour ; I might catch 
something gray.’ 

‘ I want the dorking ; she’s stopped laying.’ 

‘ Is that your motive for taking her life ? It 
would be a terrible principle to apply indiscrimi- 
nately.’ 

‘The cook wants to know how she is to get 
the vegetables out of the holes in the garden 
to-day — under all this ice.’ 

‘ How would she get the vegetables out of the 
garden under all this ice if there were no one 
on the place but herself.^ I warrant you she’d 
have every variety,’ 

‘ It’s a pity we are not able to hire a man. If 
we could hire a man to help her, I wouldn’t ask 
you. It’s hard on the cook, to make her suffer 
for our poverty.’ • 

‘A little suffering in that way will do her a 
world of good,’ said David cheerily. 

His mother did not hesitate, provocation or 
no provocation, to sting and reproach him in this 
way. 
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She had never thought very highly of her son ; 
her disappointment, therefore, over his failure at 
college had not been keen. Besides, tragical 
suffering is the sublime privilege of deep natures : 
she escaped by smallness. Nothing would have 
made her very miserable but hunger and bodily 
pains. Against hunger she exercised ceaseless 
precautions ; bodily pains she had none. The 
one other thing that could have agitated her 
profoundly was the idea that she would be 
compelled to leave Kentucky. It was hard for 
her to move about her house, much less move to 
Missouri. Not in months perhaps did she even 
go upstairs to bestow care upon the closets, the 
bed, the comforts of her son. As might be 
expected, she considered herself the superior 
person of the family ; and as often happens, 
she imposed this estimate of herself upon her 
husband. The terrifying vanity and self-sufficiency 
of the little -minded ! Nature must set great 
store upon this type of human being, since it is 
regularly allowed to rule its betters. 

But his father ! David had been at home two 
months now, for this was the last of February, and 
not once during that long ordeal of daily living 
together had his father opened his lips either to 
reproach or question him. 

Letters had been received from the faculty, 
from the pastor ; of that David was aware ; but 



dyo THE INCREASING PURPOSE xiv 

m 

any conversation as to these or as to the events of 
which they were the sad consummation, his father 
would not have. The gulf between them had 
been wide before ; now it was fathomless. 

Yet David well foreknew that the hour of 
reckoning had to come, when all that was being 
held back would be uttered. He realised that 
both were silently making preparations for that 
crisis, and that each day brought it palpably 
nearer. Sometimes he could even see it threaten- 
ing in his father’s eye, hear it in his voice. It had 
reached the verge of explosion the night previous, 
with that prediction of coming bankruptcy, the 
selling of the farm of his Kentucky ancestors, the 
removal to Missouri in his enfeebled health. Not 
until his return had David realised how literally his 
father had begun to build life anew on the hopes 
of him. And now feel with him in his disappoint- 
ment as deeply as he might, sympathy he could 
not openly offer, explanation he could not possibly 
give. His life -problem was not his father’s 
problem ; his father was simply not in a position 
to understand. Doubt anything in the Bible — 
doubt so-called orthodox Christianity — be expelled 
from the church and from college for such a 
reason — where could his father find patience or 
mercy for wilful folly and impiety like that ? 

Meantime he had gone to work ; on the very 
day after his return he had gone to work. Two 



XIV THE INCREASING PURPOSE *17 

sentences of his father’s, on the« afternoon of hi^ 
coming home, had rung in ©avid’s ears loud and 
ceaselessly ever since : * t^hy have you come back 
here ? ’ And ‘ I always knew there was nothing in 
you ! ’ The first assured him of the new footing 
on wWch he stood : he was no longer desired 
under that roof. The second summed up the 
lifelong estimate which had been formed of his 
character before Jhe had gone away. 

Therefore he had worked as never even in the 
old preparatory days. So long as he remained 
there, he must at least earn daily bread. More 
than that, he must make good, as soon as possible, 
the money , spent at college. So he sent away the 
hired negro man ; he undertook the work done by 
him and more : the care of the stock, the wood- 
cutting, everything that a man can be required to 
do on a farm in winter. Of bright days he broke 
hemp. Nothing had touched David so deeply as 
the discovery in one corner of the farm of that 
field of hemp : his father had secretly raised it 
to be a surprise to him, to help him through his 
ministerial studies. This David had learned from 
his mother ; his father had avoided mention of it : 
it might rot in the field ! In equal silence David 
had set about breaking it ; and sometimes at night 
his father would show enough interest merely to 
ask some questions regarding the day’s work. 

Yet,* notwithstanding this impending tragedy 
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with his father, and distress at their reduced 
circumstances caused by his expenses at college, 
David, during these two months, had entered 
into much new happiness. 

The doubts which hacf racked him for many 
months were ended. He had reached a decision 
not to enter the ministry ; had stripped his mind 
clean and clear of dogmas. The theologies of his 
day, vast, tangled thickets of thorns overspreading 
the simple foojipath of the pious pilgrim mind, 
interfered with him no more. It was not now 
necessary for him to think or preach that any 
particular church with which he might identify 
himself was right, the rest of the human race 
wrong. He did not now have to believe that 
any soul was in danger of eternal damnation for 
disagreeing with him. Release from these things 
left his religious spirit more lofty and alive than 
ever. 

For, moreover, David had set his feet a brief 
space on the wide plains of living knowledge ; 
he had encountered through their works many 
of the great minds of his century, been reached 
by the sublime thought -movements of his time, 
heard the deep roar of the spirit’s ocean. Amid 
coarse daily labour once more, amid the penury 
and discord in that ruined farmhouse, one true 
secret of happiness with David was the recollection 
of all the noble things of human life which.he had 
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discovered, and to which he mfeaht to work hfif' 
way again as soon as possible. ' And what so helps 
one to believe in God as knowledge of the great- 
ness of man ? 

Meantime, also, his mind was kept freshly and 
powerfully exercised. He had discarded his old 
way of looking at Nature and nian’s place in it ; 
and of this fundamental change in him, no better 
proof could be given than the way in which he 
regarded the storm, as he left the ^‘^reakfast-table 
this morning and went to the woods. 

The damage was unreckonable. The trees had 
not been prepared against an event like that. For 
centuries some of them had developed strength in 
root and trunk and branch to resist the winds of 
the region when clad in all their leaves ; or to 
carry the load of these leaves weighted with rain- 
drops ; or to bear the winter snows. Wise self- 
physicians of the forest ! Removing a weak or 
useless limb, healing their own wounds and 
fractpres ! But to be buried under ice and then 
wrenched and twisted by the blast — for this they 
had received no training : and thus, like so many 
of the great prud&nt ones who look hourly to 
their well-being, they had been stricken down at 
last by the unexpected. 

‘ Once,’ said David reverently to himself, be- 
holding it all, ‘once I should have seen in this 
storm some direct intention of the Creator toward 
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man, even toward me. It would have been a 
reminder of His power ; perhaps been a chastise- 
ment for some good end which I must believe 
in, but cpuld not discover. Men- certainly once 
interpreted storms as communications from the 
Almighty, as they did pestilence and famine. 
There still may be in this neighbourhood people 
who will derive some such lesson from this. My 
father may in his heart believe it a judgment sent 
on us and on our neighbours for my impiety. 
Have not cities been afflicted on account of the 
presence of one sinner? Thankful I am not to 
think in this way now of physical law — not so to 
misconceive man’s place in Nature. I know that 
this sleet, so important to us, is but one small 
incident in the long history of the planet’s atmo- 
sphere and changing surface. It is the action of 
natural laws, operating without regard to man, 
though man himself may have had a share in 
producing it. It will bring death to many a 
creature ; indirectly it may bring death to me ; 
but that would be among the results, not in the 
intention.’ 

He set his face to cross *1^ wood — sliding, 
skating, steadying himself ^^st the trunks, 
driving his heels through the ice -crust. The 
exercise was heating; his breath rose as a steam 
before his face. Beyond the woods he crossed a 
field ; then a forest of many acres and magnificent 
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timber, on the far edge oiF which^ under the forest 
trees, and fronting a country lane, stood the school- 
house of the district. David looked anxiously, 
as he drew near, for any signs of injury that the 
storm might have done. * One enormous tree-top 
had fallen on the fence. A limb had dropped 
sheer on the steps. The entire yard was little 
better than a brush heap. He soon turned away 
home relieved : he would be able to tell Gabriella 
to-night that none of the windows had been 
broken nor the roof ; only a new woods scholar, 
with little feet and a big hard head, and a bunch of 
mistletoe in one hand, was standing on the steps, 
waiting for her to open the door. 

David’s college experience had effected the 
first great change in him as he passed from youth 
to manhood ; Gabriella had wrought the second. 
The former was a fragment of the drama of man’s 
soul with God ; the latter was the drama of his 
heart with woman. 

It had begun the day the former ended — in the 
gloom of that winter twilight day, when he had 
quit the; college after his final interview with the 
faculty, and had wandered forlorn and dazed into 
the happy town, just commencing to celebrate its 
season of peace on earth and good-will to man. 
He had found her given up heart and soul to the 
work of decorating the church of her futh, the 
church of her fathers. 
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When David met her the second time, it was a 
few days after his return home. He was at work 
in the smoke-house. The meat had been salted 
down long enough after the killing : it must be 
hung, and he was engaged in hanging it. Several 
pieces lay piled inside the door suitably for the 
hand He stood with his back to these beside 
the meat bench, scraping the saltpetre off a 
large middling and rubbing it with red pepper. 
Suddenly the light of the small doorway failed ; 
and turning Ke beheld his mother, and a few feet 
behind her — David said that he did not believe in 
miracles — but a few feet behind his mother there 
now stood a divine presence. Believe it or not, there 
she was, the miracle ! All the bashfulness of his 
lifetime — it had often made existence well-nigh 
insupportable — came crowding into that one 
moment. The feeblest little bleat of a spring 
lamb too weak to stand up for the first time would 
have been a deafening roar in comparison with the 
silence which now penetrated to the marrov/ of his 
bones. He faced the two women at bay with 6ne 
hand resting on the middling. 

‘This is my son,’ said his mother neutrally, 
turning to the young lady. This information 
did not help David at all. He knew who he was. 
He took it for granted that every one present 
knew. The visitor at once relieved the situation. 

‘ This is the school-teacher,’ she said, ^colouring 
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and smiling. ‘ I have been teaching here eve? 
since you went away. And I am now an old 
resident of this neighbourhood.’ 

Not a thing moved about David except a little 
smoke in the chimney’ of his throat. But the 
young lady did not wait for more silence to render 
things more tense. She stepped forward into the 
doorway beside his mother and peered curiously 
in, looking up at the smoke-blackened joists, at 
the black cross sticks on which^ the links of 
sausages were hung, at the little heap of gray 
ashes in the ground underneath with a ring of half- 
burnt chips around them, at the huge meat bench 
piled with salted joints. 

‘ And this is the way you make middlings ? ’ she 
inquired, smiling at him encouragingly. 

The idea of that archangel knowing anything 
about middlings ! David’s mind executed a rudi- 
mentary movement, and his tongue and lips re- 
sponded feebly, — 

‘ This is the way.’ 

‘And this is the way you make hams, sugar- 
cured hams ? ’ 

‘ This is the way.' 

‘ And this is the way you make — shoulders ’ 

‘ This is the way.’ 

David had found an answer, and he was 
going to abide by it while strength and daylight 
lasted. * 


N 
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The young lady seemed to perceive that this 
was his intention. 

‘ Let me see you hang one,’ she said desperately. 
‘ I have never seen bacon hanged— or hung. I 
suppose, as I teach granimar, I must use both 
participles.’ 

David caught up the huge middling by the 
string and swung it around in front of him, 
whereupon it slipped out of his nerveless fingers 
and fell over in the ashes. It did not break the 
middling, but it broke the ice. 

‘ Can I help you ? ’ 

Those torturing, blistering words ! David’s 
face got as red as though it had been rubbed with 
red pepper and saltpetre both. The flame of it 
seemed to kindle some faint spark of spirit in him. 
He picked up the middling, and as he looked her 
squarely in the eye, with a hujnorous light in his, 
he nodded at the pieces of bacon by the entrance. 

‘Hang one of those,’ he said, ‘if you’ve a 
mind.’ 

As he lifted the middling high, Gabriella 
noticed above his big red hands a pair of arms 
like marble for lustre and whiteness (for he had 
his sleeves rolled far back) — as massive a pair of 
man’s arms as ever were formed by lifelong health 
and a lifelong labour and lifelong right living. 

‘ Thank you,’ she said, retreating through the 
door. ‘ It’s all very interesting. I havte never 
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lived in the country before. Your mother told 
me you were working here, and I asked her to 
let me come and look on. V/hile I have been 
living in your neighlwurhood, you have been 
living in my town. I hope you will ccnie to see 
me, and tell me a great deal.’ 

As she said this, David perceived that she, 
standing behind his mother, looked at him with 
the veiled intention of saying far more. He had 
such an instinct for truth himself^ that truth in 
others was bare to him. Those gentle, sym- 
pathetic eyes seemed to declare ; ‘ I know about 
your troubles. I am the person for whom, with- 
out knowing it, you have been looking. With 
me you can break silence about the great things. 
We can meet far above the level of such poor 
scenes as this. I have sought you to tell you 
this. Come.’ 

‘ Mother,’ said David that evening after his 
father had left the table, dropping his knife and 
fork and forgetting to eat, ‘ who was that ? ’ 

He drew out all that could be drawn : that 
she had come to take charge of the school the 
autumn he had gone away ; that she was liked as 
a teacher, liked by the old people. She had taken 
great interest in his mother said reproachfully, 
and the idea of his studying for the ministry. She 
had often visited the house, had been good to his 
father arid to her. This was her first visit since 
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she had got back ; she had been in town spend- 
ing the holidays. 

David had begun to go to see Gabriel la within 
a week. At first he went once a week — on 
Saturday nights. Soon he went twice a week — 
Wednesdays and Saturdays invariably. On that 
last day at college, when he had spoken out for 
himself, he had ended the student and the youth ; 
when he met her, it was the beginning of the 
man : and the new reason of the man’s happiness. 

As he now returned home across the mile or 
more of country, having satisfied himself as to the 
uninjured condition of the schoolhouse, which had 
a great deal to do with Gabriella’s remaining in 
that neighbourhood, he renewed his resolve to go 
to see her to-night, though it was only Friday. 
Had not the storm upset all regular laws and 
customs ? 

Happily, then, on reaching the stable, he fell 
to work upon his plan of providing & shelter for 
the sheep. 

David felt much more at home in the barn than 
at the house. For the stock saw no change in him. 
Believer or unbeliever, rationalist, evolutionist, he 
was still the same to them. Upon them, in reality, 
fell the ill consequences of his misspent or well- 
spent college life ; for the money which might 
have gone for shingles and joists and more pro- 
vender had in part been spent on books dtscribing 
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the fauna of the earth and the distribution of' 
species on its surface. Some had gone for treatises 
on animals under domest’ cation, while his own 
animals under domestication were, allowed to go 
poorly fed and worse housed. He had had the 
theory ; they had had the practice. But they 
apprehended nothing of all this. How many 
tragedies of evil passion brutes escape by not 
understanding tneir owners ! We of the human 
species so often regret that individuals read each 
other’s natures so dimly : let us be thankful ! 
David was glad, then, that this little aggregation 
of dependent creatures, his congregation of the 
faithful, neither perceived the change in him nor 
were kept in suspense by the tragedy growing at 
the house. 

They had been glad to see him on his return. 
Captain, who had met him first, was gladdest, 
perhaps. Then the horses, the same old ones. 
One of them, he fancied, had backed up to him, 
offering a ride. And the cows were friendly. 
They were the same ; their calves were different. 
The sheep about maintained their number, their 
increase by nature ’nearly balancing their decrease 
by table use. One member of the flock David 
looked for in vain : the boldest, gentlest — there 
usually is one such. Later on he found it 
represented by a saddle blanket. After his 
departure for college, his mother had conceived of 
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this fine young wether in terms of sweetbreads, 
tallow for chapped noses, and a soft seat for the 
spine of her husband. Even the larded dame of 
the snow-white sucklings ^ had remembered him 
well, and had touched her snout against his boots ; 
so that hardly had he in the old way begun to 
stroke her bristles, before she spoke comfortably 
of her joy, and rolled heavily over in what looked 
like a grateful swoon. 

No : his asimals had not changed in their 
feelings toward him ; but how altered he in his 
understanding of them! He had formerly be- 
lieved that these creatures were created for the use 
of man — that old conceited notion that the entire 
earth was a planet of provisions for human con- 
sumption. It had never even occurred to him to 
think that the horses were made but to ride and 
to work. Cows of course gave milk for the sake 
of the dairy ; cream rose on milk for ease in 
skimming ; when churned, it turned sour, that 
the family might have fresh buttermilk. Hides 
were for shoes. The skin on sheep, it was put 
there for Man’s woollens. 

Now David declared that tliese beings were no 
more made for Man than Man was made for them. 
Man might capture them, keep them in captivity, 
break, train, use, devour them, occasionally ex- 
terminate them by benevolent assimilation. But 
this was not the reason of their being created : 
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what that reason was in the Creator’s mind, tm» 
one knew or would ever know. 

‘ Man seizes and uses you,’ said David, work- 
ing that day in his barn ; ‘ but you are no more 
his than he is yours. * He calls -you dependent 
creatures : who has made you dependent ? In a 
state of wild nature, there is not one of you that 
Man would dare meet : not the wild stallion, not 
the wild bull, not the wild boar, not even an angry 
ram. The argument that Man’s, whole physical 
constitution — structure and function — ^shows that 
he was intended to live on beef and mutton, is no 
better than the argument that the tiger finds man 
perfectly adapted to his system as a food, and 
desires none better. Every man-eating creature 
thinks the same : the wolf believes Man to be his 
prey ; the crocodile believes him to be his ; an old 
lion is probably sure that a man’s young wife is 
designed for his maw alone. So she is, if he 
manages to catch her.’ 

As David said this rather unexpectedly to 
hims&lf, he fell into a novel reverie, forgetting 
philosophy and brute kind. 

It was late wheh David finished his work that 
day. Toward nightfall the cloud had parted in 
the west ; the sun had gone down with dark 
curtains closing heavily over it. Later, the cloud 
had parted in the east, and the moon had arisen 
amid white fleeces and floated above banks of 
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pearl. Shining upon all splendid things else, it 
illumined one poor scene which must not be 
forgotten : the rear of an old barn, a sagging 
roof of rotting shingles ; a few common sheep 
passing in, driven by a shepherd dog ; and a big 
thoughtful boy holding the door open. 

He had shifted the stock to make way for 
these additional pensioners, putting the horses into 
the new stalls, the cows where the horses had been, 
and the sheep \j[nder the shed of the cows. (It is 
the horse that always gets the best of everything 
in a stable.) He reproached himself that he did 
least for the creatures that demanded least. 

‘That’s the nature of man,’ he said disap- 
provingly, ‘ topmost of all brutes.’ 

When he stepped out of doors after supper 
that night, the clouds had hidden the moon. But 
there was light enough for him to see his way 
across the ice-fields to Gabriella. The Star of 
Love shone about his feet. 



XV 

When Gabriella awoke on that same morning 
after the storm, she too ascertained that her 
shutters could not be opened. But Gabriella did 
not go down into the kitchen for hot water to 
melt the ice from the bolts and hinges. She fled 
back across the cold matting to the high-posted 
big bed and cuddled down solitary into its warmth 
again, tucking the counterpane under her chin and 
looking out from the pillows with eyes as fresh as 
flowers. Flowers in truth Gabriella’s eyes were — 
the closing and disclosing blossoms of a sweet 
nature. Somehow they made you think of earliest 
spring, of young leaves, of the ^utings of birds 
deep within a glade sifted with golden light, 
fragrant with white fragrance. They had their 
other seasons : their* summer hours of angry flash 
and swift downpour ; their autumn days of still 
depths and soberness, and autumn nights of long, 
quiet rainfalls when no one knew. One season 
they lacked : Gabriella’s eyes had no winter. 

Brave spirit ! Had nature not inclined her to 
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spring rather than autumn, had she not inherited 
joyousness and the temperamental gaiety of the 
well-born, she must long ago have failed, broken 
down. Behind her were generations of fathers 
and mothers who had faughed heartily all their 
days. The simple gift of wholesome laughter, 
often the best as often the only remedy for so 
many discomforts and absurdities in life — this 
was perhaps to be accounted among her best 
psychological ^heirlooms. 

Her first thought on awaking late this morning 
(for she too had been kept awake by the storm) 
was that there could be no school. And this 
was only Friday, with Saturday and Sunday to 
follow — three whole consecutive days of holiday ! 
Gabriella’s spirits invariably rose in a storm ; her 
darkest days were her brightest. The weather 
that tried her soul was the weather which was 
dis^reeable, but not disagreeable enough to break 
up school. When she taught, she taught with all 
her powers and did it well ; when not teaching, 
she hated it with every faculty and capacity of her 
being. And to discharge patiently and thoroughly 
a daily hated work — that tak* noble blood. 

Nothing in the household stirred below. The 
members of the family had remained up far into 
the night. As for the negroes, they understand 
how to get a certain profit for themselves out of 
all disturbances of the weather. Gabriella was 
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glad of the chance to wiit for the hoiise-^irl to^s 
come up and kindle her fire — grateful for the 
luxury of lying in bed cn Friday morning, instead 
of getting up to a farmer’s early breakfast, when 
sometimes there were candles on the table to 
reveal the localities r»f the food ! How she hated 
those candles, flaring in her eyes so early ! How 
she loved the yellow flicker of them at night, and 
how she hated them in the morning — those early- 
breakfast candles ! ^ 

In high spirits, then, with the certainty of a 
late breakfast and no school, she now lay on the 
pillows, looking across with sparkling eyes at last 
night’s little gray ridge of ashes under the bars of 
her small grate. Those hearthstones ! — when her 
bare soles accidentally touched one on winter 
mornings, Gabriella was of the opinion that they 
were the coldest bricks that ever came from a fiery 
furnace. There was one thing in the room still 
colder : the little cherry wood washstand away over 
on the other side of the big room between the 
windows, — placed there at the greatest possible 
distance from the fire ! Sometimes when she 
peeped down into Her wash-pitcher of mornings, 
the ice bulged up at her like a white cannon- 
ball that had got lodged on the way out. She 
jabbed at it with the handle of her tooth-brush ; 
or, if her temper got the best of her (or the 
worst), with the poker. Often her last act at 
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night was to dry her tooth-brush over the embers 
so that the hair in it would not be frozen in the 
morning. 

Gabriella raised her head from the pillows and 
peeped over at the counterpane covering her. It 
consisted of stripes of different colours, starting 
from a point at the middle of the structure and 
widening toward the four sides. Her feet were 
tucked away under a bank of plum colour 
sprinkled with salt ; up her back ran a sort of 
comet’s tail of puddled green. Over her shoulder 
and descending toward her chin, flowed a broaden- 
ing delta of well-beaten egg. 

She was thankful for these colours. The 
favourite hue of the farmer’s wife was lead. Those 
hearthstones — lead ! The strip of oilcloth cover- 
ing the washstand — lead ! The closet in the wall 
containing her things — lead ! The *stair- steps 
outside — lead ! The porches down below — lead ! 
Gabriella sometimes wondered whether this woman 
might not have had lead-coloured ancestors. 

A pair of recalcitrant feet were now heard 
mounting the stair : the flowers on the pillow 
closed their petals. When tlfe negro girl kneeled 
down before the grate, with her back to the bed 
and the soles of her shoes set up straight side by 
side like two gray bricks, the eyes were softly 
opened again. Gabriella had never seen a head 
like this negro girl’s — that is, never until the 
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autumn before last, when she bad come out into 
this neighbourhood of plaiji farming people to 
teach a district school. Whenever she was awake 
early enough to see this curiosity, she never failed 
to renew her study of it fvith xmflaggiiig zest. It 
was such a mysterious, careful arrangement of 
knots, and pine cones, and the strangest-looking 
little black sticks wrapped with white, packing 
thread, and the whole system of coils seemingly 
connected with a central mental battery, or idea, 
or plan, within. She studied it now, as the fire 
was being kindled, and the kindler, with inflam- 
matory blows of the poker on the bars of the 
grate, told her troubles over audibly to herself : 
* Set free, and still making fires of winter morn- 
ings ; how was that ? Where was any freedom 
in that ? Her wages ? Didn’t she work for 
her wages ?♦ Didn’t she earn her wages ? Then 
where did freedom come in ? ’ 

One must look low for high truths sometimes, 
as we gather necessary fruit on nethermost boughs 
and dig* the dirt for treasure. The Anglo-Saxon 
girl lying in the bed and the young African girl 
kindling her fire — these two, the highest and the 
humblest types of womanhood in the American 
republic — ^were inseparably connected in that room 
that morning as children of the same Revolution. 
It had cost the war of the Union to enable this 
African girl to cast away the cloth enveloping her 
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head — that detested sign of her slavery — and to 
arrange her hair with ancestral taste, the true 
African beauty sense. As long as she had been a 
slave she had been compelled by her Anglo-Saxon 
mistress to wear her hekd-handkerchief ; as soon 
as, she was set free, she, with all the women of her 
race in the South, tore the head -handkerchief 
indignantly off. In the same way, it cost the war 
of the Union to enable Gabriella to teach school. 
She had been set free also, and the bandage re- 
moved from ^er liberties. The negress had been 
empowered to demand wages for her toil ; the 
Anglo-Saxon girl had been empowered to accept 
without reproach the wages for hers. 

Gabriella’s memoirs might be writ large in four 
parts that would really be the history of the 
United States, just as a slender seam of gold can 
only be explained through the geology of the 
earth. But they can also be writ so small that 
each volume may be dropped, like certain minute- 
books of bygone fashions, into a waistcoat-pocket, 
or even read, as through a magnifying-glass, entire 
on a single page. * 

The first volume was the childhood book, 
covering the period from Gabriella’s birth to the 
beginning of the Civil War, by which time she 
was fourteen years old : it was fairy tale. These 
earliest recollections went back to herself as a very 
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tiny child living with her mother and grandmother 
in a big white house with green window-shutters, 
in Lexington — so big that she knew only the two 
or three rooms in one ell. Her mother wore 
mourning for her father, nnd was always drawing 
her to her bosom and leaving tears on her face or 
lilylike hands. One day — she could not remember 
very well — but the house had been darkened and 
the servants never for a moment ceased amusing 
her — one day the house was all opened again and 
Gabriella could not find her mother ; and her 
grandmother, everybody else, was kinder to her 
than ever. She did not think what kindness was 
then, but years afterward she learned perfectly. 

Very slowly Gabriella’s knowledge began to 
extend over the house and outside it. There were 
enormous high-ceiled halls and parlours, and bed- 
rooms and bedrooms and bedrooms. There were 
verandahs front and back, so long that it took her 
breath away to run the length of one and return. 
Upstairs, front and back, verandahs again, balus- 
traded so that little girls could not forget them- 
selves and fall off. The pillars of these verandahs 
at the rear of the house were connected by a 
network of wires, and trained up the pillars and 
branching over the wires were coiling, twisting 
vines of wisteria as large as Gabriella’s neck. 
This was the sunny southern side ; and when the 
wisteria was blooming, Gabriella moved her estab- 
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lishment of playthings out behind those sun-lit 
cascades of purple and green, musical sometimes 
with goldfinches. 

The front of the house faced a yard of stately 
evergreens and great tubs of flowers, oleander, 
crepe myrtle, and pomegranate. Beyond the yard, 
a gravelled carriage -drive wound out of sight 
behind cedars, catalpa, and forest trees, shadowing 
a turfy lawn. At the end of the lawn was the 
great entrance -gate and the street of the town, 
Gabriella long knew this approach only by her 
drives with her grandmother. At the rear of the 
house was enough for her : a large yard, green 
grazing lots for the stable of horses, and best of 
all, a high-fenced garden containing everything 
the heart could desire ; vegetables and flowers ; 
summer-houses, and arbours with seats ; pumps of 
cold water, and hot-houses pf plants and grapes, 
and fruit trees, and a swing, and gooseberry 
bushes — everything. 

In one corner the ground was too shaded by 
an old apple-tree to be of use : they gave this 
to Gabriella for her garden. She had attached 
particularly to her person a little negress of about 
the same age^ — her Milly, the colour of a ripe 
gourd. So when in spring the gardener began to 
make his garden, with her grandmother sometimes 
standing over him directing, Gabriella, taking her 
little chair to the apple-tree — ^with some pretended 
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needle-work and a real switch — ^would set Milly 
to work, making hers. Nothing that they put 
into the earth ever was heard of again, though 
they would sometimes make the same garden over 
every day for a week. S6 that more than once, 
forsaking seed, they pulled off the tops of green 
things near by, planted these, and so had a perfect 
garden in an hour. 

Then Gabriella, seated under the apple-tree, 
would order Milly to water the flowers from the 
pump ; and taking her switch and calling Milly 
close, she would give her a sharp rap or two 
around the bare legs (for that was expected), 
and tell her that if she didn’t stop being so trifling, 
she would sell her South to the plantations. 
Whereupon Milly, injured more in heart than 
legs, and dropping the watering-pot, would begin 
to bore her dirty fists into her eyes. Then 
Gabriella would say repentantly — 

‘ No, I won’t, Milly ! And you needn’t work 
any more to-day. And you can have part of my 
garden if you want it.’ 

Milly, smiling across the mud on her cheeks, 
would murmur — • 

‘ You ain’ goin’ sell yo’ Milly down South, is 
you. Miss Gabriella ? ’ 

‘ I won’t. But I’m not so sure about grand- 
mother, Milly. You • know she wx 7 / do it 
sometimes. Our cotton’s got to be picked by 

o 
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somebody^ and who’s to do it but you lazy 
negroes ? ’ 

In those days the apple-tree would be blooming, 
and the petals would sift down on Gabriella. 
Looking up at the marriage-bell of blossoms, and 
speaking in the language of her grandmother, she 
would say — 

‘ Milly, when I grow up and get married, I am 
going to be married out of doors in spring under 
an apple-tree.’ 

‘ I don’ know whah I gwine be married,’ Milly 
would say with a hoarse, careless cackle. ‘ I ’spec’ 
in a brier-patch.’ 

Gabriella’s first discovery of what meanness 
human nature can exhibit was connected with this 
garden. So long as everything was sour and 
green, she could play there by the hour ; but as 
soon as anything got ripe and delicious, the gate 
with the high latch was shut and she could never 
enter it unguarded. What tears she shed outside 
the fence as she peeped through ! When they 
did take her in, they always held her by the 
hand. 

‘ Don't hold my hand, Sam,’ pleadingly to the 
negro gardener. ‘ It’s so hot ! ’ 

‘ You fall down and hurt yourself. ’ 

‘ How absurd, Sam ! The idea of my falling 
down when I am walking along slowly ! ’ 

‘ You get lost.’ 
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‘ How can you say anything s5 amusing as that, 
Sam ! Did I ever get lost in here ? ’ 

‘ Snakes bite you.’ 

‘Why do you think they’d bite me. Sam? 
They have never been known to bite anybody else.’ 

‘ You scratch yourself.’ 

‘ How can I scratch myself, Sam, when I’m not 
doing anything ? ’ 

‘ Caterpillars crawl on you.’ 

‘They crawl on me when I’m not in the 
garden, Sam. So why do you harp on ? ’ 

Slowly they v'alked on — past the temptations of 
Eden. 

‘ Please let me try just once, Sam ! ’ 

‘ Try what. Miss Gabriella ? ’ 

‘ To see whether the snakes will bite me.’ 

‘ I couldn’t ! ’ 

‘ Then take me to see the grapes,’ she would 
say wearily. 

There they were, hanging under the glass : 
bunches of black and of purple Hambxirgs, and 
of translucent Malagas, big enough to have been 
an armful ! 

‘Just one, Sam, pkase.’ 

‘ Make you sick.’ 

‘ They never make me sick when I eat them in 
the house. They are good for me ! One couldn't 
make me sick. I’m sick because you dorit give it 
to me. Don’t I look sick, Sam ? ’ 
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The time came when Gabriella began to extend 
her knowledge to the country, as she drove out 
beside her grandmother in the balmy spring and 
early summer afternoons. 

* What is that, grandhiother ’ she would say, 
pointing with her small forefinger to a field by 
the turnpike. 

‘ That is corn.’ 

‘ And what is that ? ’ 

‘ That is \yheat.’ 

‘ And what is that ? ’ 

‘ Oats, Gabriella.’ 

‘ Oh, grandmother, what is that ? ’ 

‘ Tut, tut, child ! Don’t you know what that is ? 
That’s hemp. That is what bales all our cotton.’ 

* Oh, grandmother, smell it ! ’ 

After this sometimes Gabriella would order the 
driver to turn off into some green lane about 
sunset and press on till they found a field by the 
way. As soon as they began to pass it, over into 
their faces would be wafted the clean, cooling, 
velvet -soft, balsam breath of the hemp. The 
carriage would stop, and Gabriella, standing up 
and facing the field, would fill her lungs ag^ and 
again, smiling at her grandmother for approval. 
Then she would take her seat and say quietly — 

‘ Turn round, Tom, and drive back. I have 
smelt it enough.’ 

These drives alone with her grandmother were 
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for spring and early summer only. Full summer , 
brought up from their plantations in Louisiana, 
Arkansas, and Mississippi, her imcles and the wives 
and children of some of them. Ail the bedrooms 
in the big house were filled, and Gabriella was 
nearly lost in the multitude, she being the only 
child of the only daughter of her grandmother. 
And now what happy times there were. The 
silks, and satins, and laces ! The plate, the gold, 
the cut glass ! The dinners, the music, the 
laughter, the wines ! 

Later, some of her uncles’ families might travel 
on with their servants to watering-places farther 
north. But in September all were back agdn 
under the one broad Kentucky roof, stopping for 
the beautiful Lexington fair, then celebrated all 
over the land ; and for the races — those days of 
the thoroughbred only ; and until frost-fall should 
make it safe to return to the swamps and bayous, 
loved by the yellow fever. 

When all were departed, sometimes her grand- 
mother, closing the house for the winter, would 
follow one of 'her sons to his plantation ; thence 
later proceeding to* New Orleans, at that time 
the most brilliant of American capitals ; and so 
Gabriella would see the Father of Waters, and the 
things that happened in the floating palaces of the 
Mississippi ; see the social life of the ancient 
French and Spanish city. 
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All that could be most luxurious and splendid 
in Kentucky during those last deep, rich years 
of the old social order, was Gabriella’s: the ex- 
travagance, the gaiety, the pride, the lovely 
manners, the selfishness ^d cruelty in its terrible, 
unconscious, and narrow way, the false ideals, the 
aristocratic virtues. Then it was that, overspread- 
ing land and people, lay the full autumn of that 
sowng, which had moved silently on its way 
towards its /ateful fruits for over fifty years. 
Everything was ripe, sweet, mellow, dropping, 
turning rotten. 

O ye, who have young children, if possible 
give them happy memories! Fill their earliest 
years with bright pictures I A great historian 
many centuries ago wrote it down that the first 
thing conquered in battle are the eyes : the soldier 
flees from what he sees before him. But so often 
in the world’s fight we are defeated by what we 
look back upon ; we are whipped -in the end by 
the things we saw in the beginning of life. The 
time arrived for Gabriella when the gorgeous fairy 
tale of her childhood was all that she had to sus- 
tain her : when it meant consolation, courage, 
fortitude, victory. 

A war volume, black, fiery, furious, awful — 
this comprised the second part of her history : it 
contained the overthrow of half the American 
people, and the downfall of the child - princess 
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Gabriella. An idea — ^how negative, nerveless, it 
looks printed ! A little group of four ideas — 
how should they have power of life and death 
over millions of human beings ! But say that one 
is the idea of the right o^ self-government — much 
bved and fought for all round the earth by the 
Anglo-Saxon race. Say that a second is the 
idea that with his own property a man has a 
right to do as he pleases : another notion that 
has been warred over, world without end. Let 
tliese two ideas run in the blood ana passions of 
the Southern people. Say that a third idea is 
that of national greatness (the preservation of the 
Union), another idol of this nation-building race. 
Say that the fourth idea is that of evolving 
humanity, or, at least, that slave-holding societies 
must be made non -slave -holding — if not peace- 
ably, then by force of arms. Let these two ideas 
be running in the blood and passions of the 
Northern people. Bring the first set of ideas and 
the second set together in a struggle for supremacy. 
By all mankind it is now known what the result 
was for the nation. What these ideas did for one 
little girl, living in Lexington, Kentucky, was part 
of that same sad, sublime history. 

They ordered the grandmother across the lines, 
as a wealthy sympathiser and political agent of the 
Southern cause ; they seized her house, confiscated 
it, used it as officers’ headquarters ; in the end 
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they killed her with grief and care ; they sent her 
sons, every man of them, into the Southern arnues, 
ravaged their plantations, liberated their slaves, 
left them dead on the fields of battle or wrecked 
in health, hope, fortune.* Gabriella, placed in a 
boarding-school in Lexington at that last hurried 
parting with her grandmother, stayed there a year. 
Then the funds left to her account in bank were 
gone ; she went to live with near relatives ; and 
during the remaining years of the war was first in 
one household,* then another, of kindred or friends 
all of whom contended for the privilege of finding 
her a home. But at the close of the war, Gabriella, 
issmng from the temporary shelters given h*er 
during the storm, might have been seen as a snow- 
white pigeon flying lost and bewildered across a. 
black cloud covering half the sky. 

The third volume — the Peace Book in which 
there was no Peace : this was the beginning of 
Gabriella, child of the Revolution. She did not 
now own a human being except herself ; could 
give orders to none but herself ; could train for 
this work ; whip up to that duty only herself ; 
and if she was still minded to play the mistress 
— ^firm, kind, efficient, capable — must be such a 
mistress solely to Gabriella. 

By that social evolution of the race which in 
one country after another had wrought the over- 
throw of slavery, she had now been placed with 



XV THE increasing, PURPOSE ^oi 

a generation unique in history ; a generation 
young Southern girls, of gentle bi»th and breed- 
ing, of the most delicate nature, who, heiresses in 
slaves and lands at the beginning of the war, were 
penniless and unrecognised wards of the federal 
government at its close, their slaves having been 
made citizens and their plantations laid waste. 
On these unprepared and innocent girls thus fell 
most heavily not only the mistakes and misdeeds 
of their own fathers and mothers but the common 
guilt of the whole nation, and particularly of New 
England, as respects the original traffic in human 
souls. The change in the lives of these girls was 
as sudden and terrible as if one had entered a 
brilliant ballroom and in the voice of an overseer 
ordered the dancers to go as they were to the 
factories. 

To the factories many of them went, in a sense : 
to hard work of some sort — to wage-earning and 
wage-taking : sometimes becoming the mainstay of 
aged or infirm parents, the dependence of younger 
brothefts and sisters. If the history of it all is 
ever written, it will make pitiful, heroic, noble 
reading. 

The last volume of Gabriella’s memoirs showed 
her in this field of struggle— of new growth to suit 
the newer day. It was so unlike the first volume 
as to seem no continuation of her own life. It 
began one summer morning about two years after 
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the close of the war — an Interval which she had 
spent in various efforts at self-help, at self-training. 

On that morning, pale and trembling, but re- 
solute, her face heavily veiled, she might have been 
seen on her way to Water Street in Lexington — 
a , street she had heard of all her life and had been 
careful never to enter except to take or to alight 
from a train at the station. Passing quickly along 
until she reached a certain ill-smelling little stair- 
way which opened on the foul sidewalk, she 
mounted it, knocked at a low black-painted plank 
door, and entered a room which was a curiosity 
shop. There she was greeted by an elderly gentle- 
man, who united in himself the offices of super- 
intendent of schools, experimental astronomer, and 
manufacturer of a high grade of mustard. She had 
presented herself to be examined for a teacher’s 
certificate. 

Fortunately for Gabriella this kindly old sage 
remembered well her grandmother aiid her uncles : 
they had been connoisseurs ; they had for years 
bought liberally of his mustard. Her uncles had 
used it first on their dinner-tables as a condiment 
and afterward on their foreheads and stomachs as 
a plaster. They had never failed to praise it to his 
face — both for its power to draw an appetite and 
for its power to withdraw an ache. In turn he 
now praised them and asked the easiest questions. 
Gabriella, whose knowledge of arithmetic was as a 
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grain of mustard seed, and who spoke beautiful ! 
English, but could not have parsed ‘ John, come 
here ! ’ — received a fiist-class certificate for the 
sake of the future and a box of mustard in memory 
of the past. 

Early in that autumn she climbed, one morning, 
into an old yellow -red, ever-mudded stage-coach 
(the same that David had ridden in) and set out to 
a remote neighbourhood, where, after many failures 
otherwise, she had secured a position to teach a 
small country school. She was glad that it was 
distant ; she had a feeling that the farther away 
it was from Lexington, the easier it would be to 
teach. 

Nearly all that interminable day, the mechanism 
of the stage and the condition of the pike (much 
fresh -cracked limestone on it) administered to 
Gabriella’s body such a massage as is not now 
known to medical science. But even this was as 
nothing in comparison to the rack on which she 
stretched every muscle of her mind. What did 
she know about teaching ? What kind of people 
would they be ? 

Late that mild September afternoon she began 
to find out. The stage stopped at the mouth of a 
lane ; and looking out with deathly faintness, 
Gabrielia saw, standing beside a narrow, no-top 
buggy, a big, hearty, sunburned farmer, with his 
waistcoat half unbuttoned, wearing a suit of butter- 
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nut jean and a yellow straw hat with the wide 
brim turned up like cow’s horns. 

‘ Have you got my school-teacher in there ? ’ 
he called out in a voice that carried like a heavy, 
sweet-soimding bell. ‘And did you bring me 
them things I told you to get ? ’ 

‘ Which is she ? ’ he asked as he came over to 
the stage window and peered in at the several 
travellers. 

‘ How do you do, Miss Gabriella ? ’ he said, tak- 
ing his hat clear ofF his big, honest, hairy brown 
head and putting in a hand that would have held 
several of Gabriella’s. ‘ I’m glad to see you ; and 
the children have been crying for you. Now, 
if you will just let me help you to a seat in the 
buggy, and hold the lines for a minute while I get 
some things Joe’s brought me, we’ll jog along 
home. I’m glad to see you. , I been hearing a heap 
about you from the superintendent.’ 

Gabriella already loved him ! When they were 
seated in the buggy, he took uff six-sevenths of the 
space. She was so close to him that it scared her 
— so close that when he turned his head on his 
short, thick neck to look at her, he could hardly 
see her. 

‘He has a little slip of a wife,’ explained 
Gabriella to herself. ‘ I’m in her seat : that’s why 
he’s used to it.’ 

So she got used to it ; and soon felt a frank 
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comfort in being able to nestle fieely against hi^, 
— to cling to him like a bat to a warm wall. For 
cling sometimes she must. He was driving a sorrel 
fresh from pasture, with long, ragged hoofs, burrs 
in mane and tail, and a ’,\rild desire to get home to 
her foal ; so that she fled across the country — 
bridges, ditches, everything, frantic with maternal 
passion. One circumstance made for Cabriella’s 
security : the buggy tilted over toward him so 
low, that she could not conveniently roll out : 
instead she felt as though she were being whirled 
around a steep hillside. 

Meantime, how he talked to her ! Told her 
the school was all made up : what families were 
going to send, and how many children from each. 
They had all heard from the superintendent what 
a fine teacher she was (not for nothing is it said 
that things are handed along kindly in Kentucky) ! 

‘Oh,’ murmured Gabriella to herself, ‘if the 
family are only like him ! ’ The mere way in 
which he called her by her first name, as though 
she Were an old friend — a sort of old sweetheart of 
his whom for some reason he had failed to marry 
— filled her with porfect trust. 

‘ That’s my house ! ’ he said at last, pointing 
with extended arm and whip (which latter he had 
no occasion to use) across the open country. 

Gabriella followed his gesture with apprehen- 
sive eyes, and beheld away off a big, comfortable- 
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looking, two -story brick dwelling with white- 
washed fences around it and ^1 sorts of white- 
washed houses on one side or the other — a, plain, 
sweet, country, Kentucky home, God bless it ! 
The whiteness won Gabriella at once ; and with 
tjie, whiteness went other things just as good : the 
assurance everywhere of thrift, comfort. Not a 
weed in sight, but September blue-grass, deep flow- 
ing, or fresh - ploughed fields or clean stubble. 
Every rail in its place on every fence ; every gate 
well swung. Everything in sight, in the way of 
live stock, seemed to Gabriella either young or just 
old enough. The very stumps they passed looked 
healthy. 

Her conjecture had been correct. The slender 
slip of a woman met her at the side porch a little 
diffidently, with a modest smile ; then kissed her 
on the mouth and invited her in. The supper- 
table was already set in the middle of the room, 
and over in one corner was a big white bed, with 
a trundle bed (not visible) under it. Gabriella 
‘ took off her things ’ and laid them on the snowy 
counterpane ; and the housewife told her she would 
let the children entertain her^or a few minutes 
while she saw about supper. 

The children accepted the agreement. They 
swarmed about her as about a new cake. Two or 
three of the youngest began to climb over her as 
they climbed over the ice-house, to sit on her as 
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they sat on the stiles. The oldest produced thdr 
geographies and arithmetics and showed her how 
far they had gone. (They had gone a great deal 
farther than Gabriella !) No one paid the least 
attention to any one elsia, or stood in awe of any- 
thing or anybody : Fear haa never come to that 
Jungle ! 

But trouble must enter into the affairs of this 
world, and it entered that night into Gabriella. 

At supper the farmer, having picked out for 
her the best piece of the breast of thfe fried chicken, 
inquired in a voice which implied how cordially 
superfluous the question was — 

' ‘ Miss Gabriella, will you have cream gravy ? *' 

‘ No, thank you.’ 

The shock to that family ! Not take cream 
gravy ! What kind of a teacher was that, now ? 
Every small hand, old enough to use a knife or 
fork, held it suspended. At the foot of the table 
the farmer, dropping his head a little, helped the 
children, calling their names one by one, more 
softly and in a tone meant to restore cheerfulness 
if possible. The little wife at the head of the 
table had just put .sugar into Gabriella’s cup, and 
was in the act of pouring the coffee. She hastily 
emptied the sugar back into the sugar-dish, and 
asked with look of dismay — 

‘ Will you have sugar in your coffee ? ’ 

The situation grew worse at breakfast. In a 
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voice to which confidence had been mysteriously 
restored during the night — a voice that seemed to 
issue from a honeycomb and to drip sweetness all 
the way across the table, that big fellow at the foot 
again inquired — , 

^ ‘ Miss Gabriella, will you have cream gravy — 
this morning ? ’ 

‘ No, thank you ! ’ 

The oldest boy cocked his eye sideways at his 
mother, openly announcing that he had won a 
secret wager. ‘■The mother hastily remarked — 

‘ I thought you might like a little for your 
breakfast.’ 

The baby, noticing the stillness and trouble 
everywhere, and feeling itself deeply wounded 
because perfectly innocent, burst into frantic 
crying. 

Gabriella could have outcried the baby ! She 
resolved that if they had it for dinner she would 
take it though it were the dessert. A moment 
later she did better. Lifting her plate in both 
hands, she held it out, knife, fork, and all. 

‘ I believe I’ll change my mind. It looks so 
tempting.’ * 

‘ I think you’ll find it nice,’ remarked the 
housewife, conciliated, but resentful. But every 
child now determined to watch and see what else 
she didn’t take. They watched in vain : she took 
everything. So that in a few days they recovered 
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their faith in her and resumed their crawling. ^ 
Gabriella had never herself ' realised how many 
different routes and stations she had in her own 
body until it had been thus travelled over : feet 
and ankles, knees, upper joints, trunk line, eastern 
and western divisions, head terminal. 

There was never any more trouble for her in 
that household They made only two demands : 
that she should eat whatever was put on the table, 
and love them. Whatever was put on the table was 
good ; and they were all lovable. They were one 
live, disorderly menagerie of nothing but love. 
But love is not the only essential of life ; and its 
phenomena can be trying. 

Here, then, in this remote neighbourhood of 
plain farmers, in a little district school situated on 
a mud road, Gabriella began alone and without 
training her new life — attempt of the Southern 
girl to make herself self-supporting in some one 
of the professions — sign of a vast national move- 
ment ‘among the women of her people. In her 
surroundings and ensuing struggles she had much 
use for that saving sense of humour which had 
been poured into her veins out of the deep clear 
wells of her ancestors ; need also of that radiant, 
bountiful light which still fell upon her from the 
skies of the past ; but more than these as staff to 
her young hands, cup to her lips, lamp to her feet. 
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oil to her daily bruises, rest to her weary pillow, 
was reliance on Higher Help. For the years — 
and they seemed to her many and wide — had 
already driven Gabriella, as they have driven 
countless others of her sex, out of the cold, windy 
world into the church : she had become a Pro- 
testant devotee. Had she been a Romanist, she 
would long ere this have been a nun. She was 
now fitted for any of those merciful and heroic 
services which keep fresh on earth the records of 
devoted women. The inner supporting stem of 
her nature had never been snapped ; but it had 
been bruised enough to give off life -fragrance. 
Adversity had ennobled her. In truth, she had 
so weathered the years of a Revolution which had 
left her as destitute as it had left her free, that she 
was like Perdita’s rosemary : a flower which keeps 
seeming and savour all the winter long. The 
North Wind had bolted about her in vain his 
whitest snows ; and now the woods were turning 
green. 

It was merely in keeping with Gabriella’s 
nature, therefore, that as she grew to know the 
people among whom she had come to stay, their 
homes, their family histories, one household and 
one story should have engaged her deep interest t 
David’s parents and David’s career. As she drove 
about the country, visiting with the farmer’s wife, 
there had been pointed out a melancholy remnant 
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of a farm, desperately resisting absorption by sonq^ ' 
one of three growing estates touching it on three 
sides. She had been taken to call on the &ther 
and mother^ had seen the poverty within doors, 
the half-ruined condition of the outhouses ; had 
heard of their son, now away at the University ; 
of how they had saved and he had struggled. A 
proud father it was who now told of his son’s 
magnificent progress already at college. 

‘ Ah,’ she exclaimed, thinking it over in her 
room that night, ‘ this is something worth hearing ! 
Here is the hero in life ! Among these easy- 
going people this solitary struggler. I, too, am 
one now ; I can understand him.’ 

During the first year of her teaching there had 
developed in her a noble desire to see David ; 
but one long to be disappointed. He did not 
return home during his vacation ; she went away 
during hers. The autumn following he was back 
in college ; she at her school. Then the Christmas 
holidays, and his astounding, terrible home-coming, 
put out of college and church. As soon as she 
heard of that awful downfall, Gabriella felt a 
desire to go straight to him. She did not reason 
or hesitate : she went. 

And now for two months they had been seeing 
each other every few days. 

Thus by the working out of vast forces, the 
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lives of Gabriella and David had been jostled 
violently together. They were the children of 
two revolutions, separate yet having a common 
end : she produced by the social evolution of the 
New World which overthrew mediaeval slavery ; 
he by the intellectual Revolution of the Old 
World which began to put forth scientific law, 
but in doing this brought on one of the greatest 
ages of religious doubt. So that both were early 
vestiges of the same immeasurable race evolution, 
proceeding along converging lines. She, living on 
the artificial summits of a decaying social order, 
had farthest to fall, in its collapse, ere she reached 
the natural earth ; he, toiling at the bottom, had 
farthest to rise before he could look out upon the 
plains of widening modern thought and Man’s 
evolving destiny. Through her fall and his rise 
they had been brought to, a common level. But 
on that level all that had befallen her had driven 
her as out of a blinding storm inta the church, the 
seat and asylum of religion ; all that had befallen 
him had driven him out of the churches as the 
fortifications of theology. She had been drawn 
to that part of worship which lasts and is Divine ; 
he had been repelled by the part which passes and 
is human. 



XVI 

Although Gabriella had joyously greeted the 
day, as bringing exemption from stifling hours in 
school, her spirits had drooped ere evening with 
monotony. There were no books in use among 
the members of that lovable household except 
school-books ; they were too busy with the 
primary joys of life to notice the secondary 
resources of literature. She had no pleasant 
sewing. To escape the noise of the pent-up 
children, she must restrict herself to that part of 
the house which comprised her room. A walk 
out of doors was impracticable, although she 
ventured once into the yard to study more closely 
the marvels of the ice-work ; and to the edge of 
the orchard, to ascertain how the apple-trees were 
bearing up under those avalanches of frozen silver 
slipped from the clouds. 

So there were empty hours for her that day ; 
and always the emptiest are the heaviest — ^those 
unfilled baskets of time which strangely become 
lightest only after we have heaped them with the 
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best we have to give. Gabriella filled the hour- 
baskets this day with thoughts of David, whose 
field work she knew would be interrupted by the 
storm, and whose movements about the house she 
vainly tried to follow in imagination. 

' Two months of close association with l\im in 
that dviU coimtry neighbourhood had wrought 
great changes in the simple feeling with which 
she had sought him at first. He had then been 
to her only a^ Prodigal who had squandered his 
substance, tried to feed his soul on the swinish 
husks of Doubt, and returning to his father’s 
house unrepentant, had been admitted, yet re- 
mained rejected : a Prodigal not of the flesh and 
the world but of the spirit and the Lord. But 
what has ever interested the heart of woman as a 
prodigal of some kind ? 

At other times he was figured by her sympathies 
as a young Samaritan gone travelling into a Divine 
country, but fallen among spiritual thieves, who 
had stripped him of his seamless robe of Faith and 
left him bruised by Life’s wayside r a maltreated 
Christ-neighbour whom it was her duty to succour 
if she could. But a woman’s nursing of a man’s 
wound — ^how often it becomes the nursing of the 
wounded ! Moreover, Gabriella had now long 
been aware of what she had become to her 
prodigal, her Samaritan ; she saw the truth and 
watched it growing from day to day ; for he was’ 
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Incapable of disguises. But often what effect ha% 
such watching upon the watche**, a watcher who is 
alone in the world ? So that while she fathomed 
with many feminine soundings ail that she was to 
David, Gabriella did not dream wliat David had 
become to her. 

Shortly after nightfall when she heard his 
heavy tread on the porch below, the tedium of 
the day instantly vanished. Happiness rose in 
her like a. clear fountain set suddenly playing — 
rose to her eyes — bathed her in refreshing vital 
emotions. 

‘ I am so glad you came,’ she said as she 
entered the parlour, gave him her hand, and 
stood looking up into his softened rugged face, 
at his majestical head, which overawed her a little 
always. Large as was the mould in which Nature 
had cast his body, this seemed to her dwarfed by 
the inner largeness of the man, whose develop- 
ment she could note as now going forward almost 
visibly from day to day : he had risen so far 
already and was still so young. 

He did not reply to her greeting except with 
a look. In matters which involved his feeling 
for her he was habitually hampered and ill at 
ease ; only on, general subjects did she ever see 
him master of his resources. Gabriella had fallen 
into the habit of looking into his eyes for the 
best answers : there he always spoke hot only 
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with ideas but emotions : a double speech^ much 
cared for by woman. 

They seated themselves on opposite sides of 
the wide, deep fireplace : a grate for soft coal had 
not yet destroyed that. , 

, ‘ Your schoolhouse is safe,’ he announced briefly. 

‘ Oh, I’ve been wanting to know all day but 
had no one to send ! How do you know ? ’ she 
inquired quickly. 

‘ It’s safe. The yard will have to be cleared of 
brush : that’s ail.’ 

She looked at him gratefully. ‘You are always 
so kind ! ’ 

‘ Well,’ observed David, with a great forward 
stride, ‘ aren’t you ? ’ 

Gabriella, being a woman, did not particularly 
prize this remark : it suggested his being kind 
because she had been kind,; and a woman likes 
nothing as reward, everything as tribute. 

‘And now if the apple-trees -are only not 
killed ! ’ she exclaimed joyously, changing the 
subject. 

‘ Why the apple-trees ? ’ 

‘ If you had been here last .spring, you would 
have understood. When they bloom, they are 
mine, I take possession.’ After a moment she 
added : ‘ They bring back the recollection of such 
happy times — springs long ago. Some time I’ll 
tell you.’ 
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‘ Wlien you were a little girl ? ’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ I wish I had known you when you were a 
little girl,’ said David in an undertone, looking 
into the fire. 

Gabriella reflect.-d how impossible this would 
have been : the thought caused her sharp pain. 

Some time later, David, who had appeared 
more and more involved in some inward struggle, 
suddenly asked a relieving question : 

* Do you know the first time I ever saw you ? ’ 

She did not answer at once. 

‘ In the smoke-house,’ she said with a ripple of 
laughter. Gabriella, when she was merry, made 
one think of some lovely green April hill, snow- 
capped. 

David shook his head slowly. His eyes grew 
soft and mysterious. 

‘ It was the first time I ever saw you^' she 
protested. 

He continued to shake his head, and she 
looked puzzled. 

‘ You saw me once before that, and smiled at 
me.’ 

Gabriella seemed incredulous and not well 
pleased*. 

After a little while David began in the manner 
of one who sets out to tell a story he is secretly 
fond of. 
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‘ Do you remember standing on the steps of a 
church the Friday evening before Christmas — a 
little after dark ? ’ 

Gabriella’s eyes began to express remembrance. 

‘ A waggon-load of cedar had just been thrown 
. out on the side-walk, the sexton was carrying it 
into the church, some children were helping, you 
were making a wreath : do you remember ? ’ 

She knew every word of this. 

‘ A young man — a Bible student — passed, or 
tried to pass. * You smiled at his difficulty. Not 
unkindly,’ he added, smiling not unkindly himself. 

‘ And that was you ? This explains why I 
have always believed I had seen you before. But 
it was only for a moment, your face was in the 
dark, how should I remember ? ’ 

After she said this, she looked grave : his face 
that night had been far from a happy one. 

‘That day,’ continued David, quickly grave 
also, ‘ that day I saw my professors and pastor for 
the last time ; it ended me as a Bible student. I 
had left the University and the scene of my trial 
only a little while before.’ 

He rose as he concluded and took a turn across 
the room. Then he faced her, smiling a little 
sadly. 

‘Once I might have thought all that Provi- 
dential. I mean, seeing the faces of my professors 
— my judges — ^last, as the end of my old life ; 
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then seeing your face next — ^the beginmng of ^0 
new. 

He had long used frankness like this, making 
no secret of himself, of h?r influence over him. It 
was embarrassing ; it decla**ed so much, assumed 
so much, that had iiever been declared or assumed 
in any other way. But her stripped and beaten 
young Samaritan was no labyrinthine courtier, be- 
scented and bedraped and bedyed with worldliness 
and conventions : he came ever in her presence 
naked of soul. It was this that empowered her to 
take the measure of his feeling for her : it had its 
eflfect. 

David returned to his chair and looked across 
with a mixture of hesitancy and determination. 

‘ I have never spoken to you about my ex- 
pulsion — my unbelief.’ 

After a painful pause she answered. 

‘ You must be aware that I have noticed your 
silence. Perhaps you do not realise how much I 
have regretted it.’ 

‘ You know why I have not ? ’ 

She did not answer. 

* I have been afraid. It’s the only thing in the 
world I’ve ever been afraid of.’ 

‘♦Why should you have been,? ’ 

‘ I dreaded to know how you might feel. It 
has caused a difficulty with every one so far. It 
separated me from my friends among the Bible 
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students. It separated me from my professors, 
my pastor. It has alienated my father and mother. 
I did not know how you would regard it.’ 

‘ Have I not known it all the time ? Has it 
made any difference ? ’ » 

‘ Ah ! but that might be only your toleration ! 
Meantime it has become a question with me how 
far your toleration will go — what is back of your 
toleration ! We tolerate so much in people who 
are merely acquaintances — people that we do not 
care particularly for and that we are never to have 
anything to do with in life. But if the tie begins 
to be closer, then the things we tolerated at a 
distance — what becomes of them then ? ’ 

He was looking at her steadily, and she dropped 
her eyes. This was another one of the Prodigal’s 
assumptions — but never before put so pointedly. 

‘ So I have feared that when I myself told you 
what I believe and what I do riot believe, it might 
be the end of me. And when you learned my 
feelings toward what you believe — that might be 
more troublesome still. But the time has come 
when I must know.’ 

He turned his face away from her, and rising, 
walked several times across the room. 

At last also the moment had arrived for-<^hich 
she had been waiting. Freely as they had spoken 
to each other of their pasts — she giving him 
glimpses of the world in which she had been 
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reared, he taking her into his t^orld which was^ 
equally unfamiliar — on this subject silence between 
them had never been broken. She had often 
sought to pass the guard he placed around this 
tragical episode but had.always been ♦'urned away. 
The only original ground of her interest in him, 
therefore, still remained a background, obscure 
and unexplored. She regretted this for many 
reasons. Her belief was that he was merely 
passing through a phase of religious life not un- 
common with those who were born to go far in 
mental travels before they settled in their Holy 
Land. She believed it would be over the sooner 
if he had the chance to live it out in discussion ; 
and she herself offered the only possibility of this. 
Gabrielia was in a position to know by experience 
what it means in hours of trouble to need the 
relief of companionship. Ideas, she had learned, 
long shut up in the mind tend to germinate and 
take root. There had been discords which had 
ceased sounding in her own ear as soon as they 
were poured into another. 

‘ I have always hoped,’ she repeated, as he seated 
himself, ‘ that you would talk with me about these 
things.’ And then to divert the conversation into 
less personal channels, she added — 

* As to what you may think of my beliefs, I 
have no fear ; they need not be discussed and they 
cannot be attacked.’ 
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‘You are an Episcopalian,’ he suggested hesi- 
tatingly. ‘ I do not wish to be rude, but — your 
chiirch has its dogmas.’ 

‘There is not a dogma of my church that I 
have ever thought of fo^ a moment : or of any 
other church,’ she replied instantly and clearly. 

In those simple words she had uttered unaware 
a long-historic truth : that religion, not theology, 
forms the spiritual life of women. In the whole 
history of the world’s opinions, no dogma of any 
weight has evef originated with a woman ; wherein 
as in many other ways she shows points of 
superiority in her intellect. It is a man who 
tries to apprehend God through his logic and 
psychology ; a woman understands Him better 
through emotions and deeds. It is the men who 
are concerned about the cubits, the cedar wood, 
the Urim and Thummim of the Tabernacle ; 
Woman walks straight into the Holy of Holies. 
Men constructed the Cross ; women wept for the 
Crucified. It was a man — a Jew defending his 
faith in his own supernatural revelation — who tried 
to ram a sponge of vinegar into the mouth of 
Christ, dying ; it was women who gathered at the 
sepulchre of Resurrection. If Christ could have 
had a few women among His Apostles, therouftight 
have been more of His religion in the world and 
fewer creeds barnacled in the World’s Ship of 
Souls. 



XVI 


THE increasing PURPOSE 

‘ How can you remain iu your church without 
either believing or disbelieving its dogmas?’ asked 
David squarely. 

‘ My church is the altar of Christ and the 
House of God,’ replied Gabriella simply. «And 
so is any other church.’ That was all the logic 
she had and all the faith she needed ; beyond that 
limit she did not even think. 

‘ And you l^lieve in them all ? ’ he asked with 
wondering admiration. 

‘ I believe in them all.’ 

‘Once I did also,’ observed David, reverently 
and with new reverence for her. 

* ‘ What I regret is that you should have thrown 
away your religion on account of your difficulties 
with theology. Nothing more awful could have 
befallen you than that.’ 

‘ It was the churches that made the difficulties,’ 
said David, ‘ I did not. But there is more than 
theology in it. You do not know what I think 
about religions — revelations — inspirations — man’s 
place in- Nature.’ 

‘ What do you think ? ’ she asked eagerly. ‘ I 
suppose now 1 shall, hear something about those 
great books.’ 

Shv'.,j)ut herself at ease in her chair like one 
who prepares to listen quietly. 

* Shall I tell you how the whole argument runs 
as I have arranged it ? I shall have to begin far 
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away and come down to the subject by degrees.’ 
He looked apologetic. 

‘ Tell me everything ; I have been waiting a 
long time.’ 

David reflected a few moments, and then 
began : — 

‘The first of my books as I have arranged 
them, considers what we call the physical universe 
as a whole — our heavens — the stars — and discusses 
the little that man knows about it. I used to 
think the earth was the centre of this universe, 
the most important world in it, on account of 
Man. That is what the ancient Hebrews thought. 
In this room float millions of dust-particles too 
small to be seen by us. To say that the universe 
is made for the sake of the earth would be some- 
thing like saying that the earth was created for 
the sake of one of these particles of its own dust.’ 

He paused to see how she received this. 

‘That ought to be a great book,’ she said 
approvingly. ‘ I should like to study it.’ 

‘The second takes up that small part of the 
universe which we call our solar system and sums 
up the little we have learned j-egarding it. I used 
to think the earth the most important part of the 
solar system, on account of Man. So thfc/^rliest 
natural philosophers believed. That is like believ- 
ing that the American Continent was created for 
the sake, say, of my father’s farm.’ 
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He awaited her comment. . , 

‘ That should be a great book,’ she said simply. 

‘ Some day let me see that' 

‘ The third detaches for stijdy one small planet 
of that system — our earjh — and re^'iews our latest 
knowledge of that : as to how it has been ^evolved 
into its present state of existence through other 
stages requiring unknown millions and millions 
and millions of years. Once I thought it was 
created in six days. So it is written. Do you 
believe that ? ’ 

There was silence in the room. 

‘ What is the next book ? ’ she asked. 

‘ The fourth,’ said David with a twinkle in his 
eye at her refusal to answer his question, ‘takes 
up the history of the earth’s surface — its crust — 
the layers of this — as one might study the skin of 
an apple as large as the globe. In the course of 
an almost infinite time, as we measure things, it 
discovers the appearance of Life on this crust, and 
then tries to follow the progress of Life from the 
lowest forms upward, always upward, to Man : 
another time infinitely vast, according to our 
standards.’ • 

He looked over for some comment but she 
made“‘»one, and he continued, his interest deepen- 
ing, his face kindling — 

‘ The fifth takes up the subject of Man, as a 
single one of the myriads of forms of Life that 
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have grown on the earth’s crust, and gives the 
best of what we know of him viewed as a species 
of animal. Does this tire you ? ’ 

Gabriella made the only gesture of disple^ure 
he had ever seen. , 

‘Now,’ said David, straightening himself up, 
‘ I draw near to the root of the matter. A sixth 
book takes up what we call the civilisation of 
this animal species, Man. It subdivides his civilis- 
ation into different civilisations. It analyses these 
civilisations. Where it is possible, into their arts, 
governments, literatures, religions, and other ele- 
ments. And the seventh,’ he resumed after a 
grave pause, scrutinising her face most eagerly, 
‘ the seventh takes up just one part of his civilisa- 
tions — the religions of the globe — and gives an 
account of these. It describes how they have 
grown and flourished, how some have passed as 
absolutely away as the civilisations that produced 
them. It teaches that those religions were as 
natural a part of those civilisations fts their civil 
laws, their games, their wars, their philosophy ; 
that the religious books of these races, which they 
themselves often thought inspired revelations, were 
no more inspired and no more revelations than 
their secular books ; that Buddha’s faith or Brahma’s 
were no more direct from God than Buddhistic or 
Brahman temples were from God ; that the Koran 
is no more inspired than Moorish architecture is 



XVI THE INCREASING PURPOSE 

inspired ; that the ancient religion of the Jevnsh 
race stands on the same footing as the other great 
religions of the globe — as to being Supernatural ; 
that the second religion of the Hebrews, starting 
out of them, but rejected by them, the Christian 
religion, the greatest of all to us, takes its place 
with the others as a perfectly natural expression of 
the same human desire and effort to find God and 
to worship Him through all the best that we know 
in ourselves and of the universe outside us.’ 

* Ah,’ said Gabriella, suddenly leaning forward 
in her chair, ‘ that is the book that has done all 
the harm.’ 

* One moment ! All these books,’ continued 
David, for he was aroused now and did not pause 
to consider her passionate protest, ‘have this in 
common : that they try to discover and to trace 
Law. The universe — it is the expression of Law, 
Our solar system — it has been formed by Law. 
The sun — ^the driving force of Law has made it. 
Our earth — Law has shaped that ; brought Life 
out of It ; evolved Life on it from the lowest to 
the highest ; lifted primeval Man to modern Man ; 
out of barbarism developed civilisation ; out of 
prehistoric religions, historic religions. And this 
one order — method — purpose — ever running and 
unfolding through the universe, is all that we know 
of Him whom we call Creator, God, our Father. 
So that His reign is the Reign of Law. He, 
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Himself, is the author of the Law, that we should 
seek Him. We obey, and our seekings are our 
religions. 

‘ If you ask me whether I ^lieve in the God 
of the Hebrews, I say “ ” ; just as I believe in 

the God of the Babylonians, of the Egyptians, of 
the Greeks, of the Romans, of all men. But if 
you ask whether I believe what the Hebrews wrote 
of God, or what any other age or people thought 
of God, I say “No.” I believe what the best 
thought of my own age thinks of Him in the 
light of man’s whole past and of our greater 
present knowledge of the Laws of His universe,’ 
said David stoutly, speaking for his masters. 

‘ As for the theologies,’ he resumed hastily, as 
if not wishing to be interrupted, ‘ I know of no 
book that has undertaken to number them. They, 
too, are part of Man’s nature and civilisation, of 
his never-ceasing search. But they are merely 
what he thinks of God — never anything more. 
They often contain the highest thoijght of which 
he is capable in his time and place ; but the awful 
mistake and cruelty of them is that they have 
regularly been put forth a? the voice of God 
Himself, authoritative, inviolable, and unchanmng. 
An assemblage of men have a perfect vignt to 
turn a man out of their church on theological 
grounds ; but they have no right to do it in the 
name of God. With as much propriety a man 
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might be expelled from a political party in the 
name of God. In the long life of any one of the 
great religions of the globe how many brief theo- 
logies have grown up under k like annual plants 
under a tree ! How many has the Christian re- 
ligion itself sprouted, nourished, and trampled 
down as dead weeds ! What do we think now 
of the Christian theology of the tenth century? 
of the twelfth ? of the fifteenth ? In the nine- 
teenth century alone, how many systems of theo- 
logy have there been ? In the Protestantism of 
the United States, how many are there to-day? 
Think of the names they bear — older and newer ! 
According to founders, and places, and sources, and 
contents, and methods : Arminian — Augustinian — 
Calvinistic — Lutheran — Galiican — Genevan — Mer- 
cersburg — New England — Oxford — national — 
revealed — Catholic — evangelical — fundamental — 
historical — homiletical — moral — mystical — 
pastoral — practical — dermatic — exegetical — 
polemic — rational — systematic. That sounds a 
little like Polonius,’ said David, stopping sud- 
denly, ‘ but there is no humour in it ! One great 
lesson in the history of them is not to be neglected : 
that through them all also runs the great Law of 
Evolution, of the widening thoughts of men ; so 
that now, in civilised countries at least, the churches 
persecute to the death no longer. You know 
what the Egyptian Priesthood would have done 
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vnth me at my trial. What the Mediaeval hierarchy 
would have done. What the Protestant or the 
Catholic theology of two centuries ago might have 
done. Now mankind is developing better ideas 
of these little arrangements of human psychology 
on the subject of God, though the churches still 
try to enforce them in His name. But the time 
n coming when the churches will be deserted by 
all thinking men, unless they cease trying to up- 
hold, as the teachings of God, mere creeds of their 
ecclesiastical founders. Very few men reject all 
belief in God ; and it is no man’s right to inquire 
in what any man’s belief consists ; men do reject 
and have a right to reject what some man writes 
out as the eternal truth of the matter. 

* And now,’ he said, turning to her sorrowfully, 
‘ that is the best or the worst of what I believe — 
according as one may like it or not like it. I see 
all things as a growth, a sublime unfolding by the 
Laws of God. The race ever rises toward Him. 
The old things which were its best once die off 
from it as no longer good. Its charity grows, its 
justice grows. All the nobler, finer elements of 
its spirit come forth more and more — a continuous 
advance along the paths of Law. And the better 
the world, the larger its knowledge, the easjer^^its 
faith in Him who made it and who leads it on. 
The development of Man is itself the great Revela- 
tion of Him ! But I have studied these things 
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ignorantly only a little while. I gjn at the begin-^ 
ning of my life, and hope to grow. Still I stand * 
where I have placed mysdf. And now, are you 
like the others : do you give me up ? ’ 

He faced her with the manner in which he had 
sat before his professors, conceiving himself as on 
trial a second time He had in him the stuff of 
martyrs and was prepared to stand by his faith at 
the cost of all things. 

The silence in the room lasted. Her feeling 
for him was so much deeper th«,n all this — ^so 
centred, not in what his faith was to her but in 
what he was to her, that she did not trust herself 
to speak. He was not on trial in these matters 
in the least : without his knowing it, he had been 
on trial in many other ways for a long time. 

He misunderstood her silence, read wrongly 
her expression which was obeying with some 
severity the need she felt to conceal what she had 
no right to show. 

‘ Ah, well ! Ah, well ! ’ he cried piteously, 
rising slowly. 

When she saw his fece a moment later across 
the room as he turned, it was the face she had first 
seen in the dark street. It had stopped her singing 
then it drew an immediate response from her 
now. She crossed over to him and took one of 
his hands in both of hers. Her cheeks were 
flushed, her voice trembled. 
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‘I am not your judge,’ she said, ‘and in all 
this there is only one thing that is too sad, too 
awful for me to accept. I am sorry you should 
have been misled into believing that the Christian 
religion is nothing more than one of the religions 
of the world, and Christ merely one of its religious 
teiibhers. I wish with all my strength you believed 
as you once believed, that the Bible is a direct 
Revelation from God, making known to us be- 
yond all doubt, the Resurrection of the dead, the 
Immortality of ‘the Soul in a better world than 
this, and the presence with us of a Father who 
knows our wants, pities our weakness, and answers 
our prayers. But I believe you will one day regain 
your faith ; you will come back to the church.’ 

He shook his head. 

‘ Don’t be deceived,’ he said. 

‘ Men, great men, have said that before and 
they have come back. I am a woman and these 
questions never trouble us ; but is it not a common 
occurrence that men who think deegly on such 
mysteries pass through their period of doubt ’ 

‘ But suppose I never pass through mine ! You 
have not answered my question,’ he said deter- 
minedly. ‘ Does this make no difference in your 
feeling for me ? Would it make none ? ’ <• 

‘ Will you bring me that book on the religions 
of the world ? ’ 

‘ Ah,’ he said, ‘ you have not answered.’ 
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‘ I have told you that I am not your judge.’ 

‘ Ah, but that tells nothing : a woman is never 
a judge. She is either with one or against 
him.’ I 

‘ Which do I look like r ’ — ‘'he laughed evasively 
— ‘ Mercy or Vengeance And have you for- 
gotten that it is late — ^too late to ask questions ? ’ 

He stood comprehending her silently, with 
immeasurable joy, and then went out to get his 
overcoat. 

‘Bring your things in here,’ she said, ‘it is 
cold in the hall. And wrap up warmly ! That is 
more important than all the Genevan and the 
homiletical ! ’ 

He bade her good-night, subdued with happi- 
ness that seemed to blot out the troublous past, 
to be the beginning of new life. New happiness 
brought new awkwardness — 

‘ This was not my regular night,’ he said threat- 
eningly. ‘ I came to-night instead of to-morrow 
night.’ * 

Gabriella could answer a remark like that 
quickly enough. 

‘ Certainly : it is hard to wait even for a slight 
pleasiire, and it is best to be through with suffering.’ 

He looked as if cold water and hot water had 
been thrown on him at the same time : he received 
shocks of different kinds and was doubtful as to 
the result. He shook his head questioningly. 
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‘ I may do very well with science, but I am not 
so sure about women.' 

* Aren’t women science ? ' 

‘ They are a braipch of theology,’ he said ; ‘ they 
are what a man thinks jibout when he begins to 
probe his Destiny ! ’ 



XVII 

David slept peacefully that night, like a man who 
has reached the end of long suspense. When he 
threw his shutters open late, he found that the 
storm had finished its work and gone and that the 
weather had settled stinging cold. The heavens 
were hyacinth, the ground white with snow ; and 
the sun, day -lamp of that vast ceiling of blue, 
made the earth radiant as for the bridal morn of 
Winter. So his thoughts ran. 

‘ Gabriella ! Gabriella ! ’ he cried, as he beheld 
the beauty, the purity, the breadth, the clearness. 
‘ It is you— except the coldness, the cruelty.’ 

All day then those three : the hyacinthine sky, 
the flashing lamp, the white earth, with not one 
crystal thawing. 

It» being Saturday,* there was double work for 
him. He knocked up the wood for that day and 
for Sunday also, packed and stored it ; cut double 
the quantity of oats ; threw over twice the usual 
amount of fodder. The shocks were buried under 
snow and then under ice. He had hard kicking 
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to do before he reached the rich brown fragrant 
stalks. Afterwards he made paths through the 
snow about the house for his mother ; to the 
dairy, to the henhquse. In the wooden monotony 
of her life an interruptiop in these customary visits 
would have been to her a great loss. The snow 
being over the cook’s shoe-tops, he took a basket 
and dug the vegetables out of the holes in the 
garden. 

In the afternoon he had gone to the pond in 
the woods to cut a drinking-place for the cattle. 
As he was returning with his axe on his shoulder, 
the water on it having instantly frozen, he saw, 
riding away across the stable lot, the one of their 
neighbours who was causing him so much trouble 
about the buying of the farm. He stopped, hot 
with anger, and watched him. 

In those years a westward movement was 
taking place among the Kentuckians — a sad 
exodus. Many families rendered insolvent or 
bankrupt by the war and the loss qf their slaves, 
while others interspersed among them had grown 
richer by Government contracts, were now being 
bought out, forced out, by dfebt or mortgage* and 
were seeking new homes where lay cheaper Jands 
and escape from the suffering of living on, 
ruined, amid old prosperous acquaintances. It 
was a profound historic disturbance of population, 
destined later on to affect profoundly many 
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younger (Commonwealths. This was the situation 
now bearing heavily on David’^ father, on three 
sides of whose fragmentary, estate lay rich neigh- 
bours, one of whom especially ^esired it. 

The young man threw his axe over his shoulder 
again and took a line straight coward the house. 

‘He shall not take advantage of my father’s 
weakness again,’ he said, ‘ nor shall he use to 
further his purposes what I have done to reduce 
him to his want.’ 

He felt sure that this pressure upon his father 
lay in part back of the feeling of his parents 
toward him. His expulsion from college and 
their belief that he was a failure ; the fact that 
for three years repairs had been neglected and 
improvements allowed to wait, in order that all 
possible revenues might be collected for him; 
even these caused them less acute distress than the 
fear that as a consequence they should now be 
forced so late in life to make that mournful 
pilgrimage into strange regions. David was sad- 
dened to think that ever at his father’s side sat 
his mother, irritating him by dropping all day 
into, his ear the half^idle, half- intentional words 
whi(;h are the water that wears out the rock. 

The .young man walked in a straight line 
toward the house, determined to ascertain the 
reason of this last visit, and to have out the long- 
awaited talk with his father. He reached the 



238 THE INCREASING PURPOSE xvii 

yard gate, then paused and wheeled abruptly to- 
ward the barn. 

‘Not to-day,’ he said, thinking of Gabriella 
and of his coming visit to her now but a few 
hours off. ‘ To-morrow^! Day after to-morrow ! 
Any time after this ! But no quarrels to-day ! ’ 
and his face softened. 

Before the barn door, where the snow had been 
tramped down by the stock and seeds of grain lay 
scattered, he flushed a flock of little birds, nearly 
all strangers to each other. Some from the trees 
about the yard ; some from the thickets, fences, 
and fields farther away. As he threw open the 
barn doors, a few more, shyer still, darted swiftly 
into hiding. He heard the quick heavy flap of 
wings on the joists of the oats-loft overhead, and 
a hawk swooped out the back door and sailed low 
away. 

The barn had become a battle-field of hunger 
and life. This was the second day of famine^ — all 
seeds being buried first under ice ^pd now under 
snow ; swift hunger sending the littler ones to this 
granary, the larger following to prey on them. 
To-night there would b«f owls, and in. the 
darkness tragedies. In the morning, perhapg, he 
would find a feather which had floated, from a 
breast. A hundred years ago, he reflected, the 
wolves would have gathered here also, and the 
cougar and the wild-cat for bigger game. 
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It was sunset as he left the staole, his work 
done. Beside the yard gate there stood a locust 
tree, and on a bough of this', midway up, for he 
never goes to the tree-tops at ^this season, David 
saw a cardinal. He was sitting with his breast 
toward the clear crimson sky ; every twig aiound 
him silver filigree ; the whole tree glittering with 
a million gems of rose and white, gold and green ; 
and wherever a fork, there a hanging of snow. 

. The bird’s crest was shut up. He had come forth 
to look abroad upon this strange wreck of Nature 
and peril to his kmd. David had scarcely stopped 
before him when with a quick shy movement he 
dived down into one of his ruined winter fort- 
resses — a cedar dismembered and flattened out, 
never to rise again. 

The supper that evening was a very quiet one. 
David felt that his father’s eyes were often on him 
reproachfully ; and that his mother’s were approv- 
ingly on his father’s. Time and again during the 
meal the impulse well-nigh overcame him to speak 
to his father then and there ; but he knew it would 
be a cruel, angry scene ; and each time the face of 
Gabrlplla restrained him. It was for peace ; and 
his heart shut out all discord from around that 
new tenderer figure of her which had come forth 
within him this day. 

Soon even the trouble at home was forgotten ; he 
was on his way through the deep snow toward her. 
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Gabriella had brought with her into this neigh- 
bourhood of ^ood-natured, non-reading people the 
recollections *of literature. These became her 
library of the mind ; and deep joy she drew from 
its invisible volumes. She had transported a fine 
collection of the heroes and heroines of good 
fiction (Gabriella, according to the usage of her 
class and time, had never read any but standard 
works). These, when the earlier years of adversity 
came on, had been her second refuge , from the 
world : religion was the first. Now they were 
the means by which she returned to the world in 
imagination. The failure to gather together so 
durable a company of friends leaves every mind 
the more destitute — especially a woman’s, which 
has greater need to live upon ideals, and cgnnot 
always find these in actual life. Then there^were 
short poems and parts of long poems, which were 
as texts out of a high and beautiful Gospel of 
nature. One of these was on the snowstorm ; 
and this same morning her memory long was 
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busy, fitting the poem within mind to th^ 
scenery around the farmhouse, as she passed 
joyously from window to window, looking out far 
and near. 

There it all was as the great New England poet 
had described it : that masonry out of an unseen 
quarry, that frolic architeccure of the snow, night- 
work of the North Wind, fierce artificer. In a 
few hours he had mimicked with wild and savage 
fancy the structures which human art can scarce 
rear, stone by stone, in an age : ' white bastions 
curved with projected roof round every windward 
stake or tree or door ; the gateway overtopped 
with tapering turrets ; coop and kennel hung 
mockingly with Parian wreaths ; a swanlike form 
investing the hidden thorn. 

From one upper window under the blue sky in 
the distance she could see what the poet had never 
beheld : a field of hemp shocks looking like a 
winter camp, dazzlingly white. The scene brought 
to her mind some verses written by a minor 
Kentucky writer on his own soil and people. 

SONG, OF THE HEMP 

• 

^ Ah, gentle are the days when the Year is young 
And rolling fields with rippling hemp are green 
And from old orchards pipes the thrush at morn. 

No land, no land like this is yet unsung 

Where man and maid at twilight meet unseen 
And Love is born. 


K 
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Oh, mighty summer dap and god of flaming tress 
When in the fields full-headed bends the stalk, 

And blossoms what was sown ! 

No land, no land like this for tenderness 
When man and ipaid as one together walk 
And Love is grown. 

t 

Oh, dim, dim autumn days of sobbing rain 

When on the fields the ripened hemp is spread 
And woods are brown. 

No land, no land like this for mortal pain 

When Love stands weeping by the sweet, sweet bed 
For Lovr cut down. 

Ah, dark, unfathomably dark, white winter days 
When falls the sun from out the crystal deep 
On muffled farms. 

No land, no land like this for God*s sad ways 

When near the tented fields Love's Soldier lies asleep 
With empty arms. 

The verses were too sorrowful for this day, 
with its new, half- awakened happiness. Had 
Gabriella been some strong-minded, tmcom- 
promising New England woman, she might have 
ended her association with David the night before 
— ^taking her place triumphantly beside an Accus- 
ing Judge. Or she might all the more fiercely 
have set on him an acrid conscience, and begun 
battling with him through the evidences of 
Christianity, that she might save his soul. But 
this was a Southern girl of strong, warm, deep 
nature, who felt David’s life in its simple entirety. 
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and had no thought of rejecting the wh<de on 
account of some peculiarity in one of its parts; 
the white flock was more to her than one dark 
member. Inexpressibly dear and sac. ed os was 
her own church, b'^r own faith, she had never 
been taught to estimate a man primarily with 
reference to his. What was his family, how he 
stood in his profession, his honourable v_haracter, 
his manners, his manhood — these were what 
Gabriella had always been taught to look for first 
in a man. 

In many other ways than in his faith and 
doubt David was a new type of man to her. He 
was the most religious, the only religious one she 
had ever known — a new spiritual growth arising 
out of his people as a young oak out of the soil. 
Had she been familiar with the Greek idea, she 
might have called him a Kentucky autochthon. It 
was the first time also that she had ever encountered 
in a Kentuckian the type of student mind — ^that 
fitness and taste for scholarship which sometimes 
moves so unobtrusively, and rises so high among 
that people, but is usually unobserved unless dis- 
co'vered pre-eminent and commanding far from the 
confines of the state. Touching his scepticism, she 
looked aipon him still as she had thought of him at 
first, — as an example of a sincere soul led astray 
for a time only. Strange as were his views (and 
far stranger they seemed in those years than now^, 
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she felt no doubt that when the clouds marshalled 
across his dear vision from the minds of others 
had been withdrawn, he would once more behold 
the Sun of RighteotJ^ness as she. did. Gabriella as 
by intuition reasoned that a good life inevitably 
leads to a belief in the Divine Goodness ; that as 
we understand in others only what we are in our- 
selves, so it is the highest elements of humanity 
that must be relied upon to believe in the Most 
High : and of David’s lofty nature she possessed 
the whole history of his life as evidence. 

Her last act, then, the night before had been, 
in her nightgown, on her knees, to offer up a 
prayer that he might be saved from the influences 
of false teachers and guided back to the only 
Great One. But when a girl, with all the feelings 
which belong to her at that hour, seeks this pure 
audience and sends upward the name of a man 
on her spotless prayers, he is already a sacred 
happiness to her as well as a care. 

On this day she was radiant with fender happi- 
ness. The snow of itself was exhilarating. It 
spread around her an enchanted land. It buried 
out of sight in the yard and Stable lots all nure, 
all ugly things. This ennoblement of extesnal 
objects reacted with comic effect on the •interior 
of the house itself ; outside it was a marble palace, 
surrounded by statuary ; within — ^alas ! It pro- 
voked her humour, that innocent fun -making 
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which many a time had rendered her environment 
the more tolerable. 

When she went down into the parlour early 
that evening to await Uavid’s coming, this gaiety, 
this laughter of the generations of men and women 
who made up her pastj possessed her still. She 
made a fresh investigation of the parlour, took a 
new estimate of its peculiar furnishings. The 
hearthstones — ^lead colour. The mohair furniture 
— cold at all temperatures of the room and slippery 
in every position of the body. The little marble- 
top table on which rested a glass case holding a 
stuffed blue-jay clutching a varnished limb : tail 
and eyes stretched beyond the reach of muscles. 
Near the door an enormous shell which, on 
summer days, the cook blew as a dinner-horn for 
the hands in the field. A collection of ambro- 
types which, no matter how held, always caused 
the sitter -to look as though the sun was shining 
in his eyes. The violence of the Brussels carpet. 
But the cheap family portraits in thin wooden 
frames — these were Gabriella’s delight in a mood 
like this. 

^he first time •she saw these portraits she 
turned and walked rapidly out of the parlour. 
She had enough troubles of her own without 
bearing the troubles of all these faces. Later 
on she could confront them with equanimity — ^that 
company of the pallid, the desperately sick, the 
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unaccountably uncomfortable. All looked, not as 
though there had been a death in the family but a 
death in the collection : only the same grief could 
have so united them as mourners. And whatever 
eke they lacked, eacK showed two hands, the full 
number, placed where iSiey were sure to be 
counted. 

She was in the midst of this psychological 
reversion to ancestral gaiety when David arrived. 
Each looked quickly at the other with unconscious 
fear. Within & night and a day each had drawn 
nearer to the other, and each secretly inquired 
whether the other now discovered this nearness. 
Gabriella saw at least that he, too, was full of 
gaiety. 

He appeared to her for the first time handsome. 
He was better-looking. When one approaches 
the confines of love, one nears the borders of 
beauty. Nature sets going a certain* work of 
decoration, of transformation. Had David about 
this time been a grouse, he would probably have 
displayed a prodigious ruff. Had he [>een a bulbul 
and continued to feel as he did, he would have 
poured into the ear of night* such roundelays as 
had never been conceived of by that disciplined 
singer. Had he been a master violinist, h® would 
have been unable to play a note from a wild desire 
to flourish the bow. He had long stood rooted 
passively in the soil of being like a century plant 
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when it is merely keeping itself in existence* But 
latterly, feeling in advance .the* approach of thfc " 
Great Blossoming Hour, he' had begun to shoot 
up rapidly into a lofty life-stalk ; there were 
inches of the rankest growth on him widiin the 
last twenty-fovir hours* To-night he was not 
even serious in his conversation ; and therefore 
he was the more awkward. His emotions were 
unmanageable ; much more his talk. But she 
who witnesses this awkwardness and understands 
— does she ever fail to pardon } 

* Last night,’ he said with a droll twinkle after 
the evening was about half spent, ‘ there was one 
subject I did not speak to you about — Man’s place 
in Nature. Have you ever thought about that ? ’ 
‘I’ve been too busy thinking about my place 
in the school ! ’ said Gabriella, laughing — GabrieUa 
who at all times was simplicity and clearness. 

‘ You ^ee Nature does nothing for Man except 
what she enables him to do for himself. In this 
way she has made , a man of him ; she has given 
him his resofirces and then thrown him upon them. 
Beyond that she cares nothing, does nothing, 
provides, arranges, nothing. I used to tWnk, 
for instance, that the greenness of the earth was 
intended for his eyes — all the loveliness of spring. 
On the contrary, she merely gave him an eye 
which has adapted itself to get pleasure out of 
the greenness. The beauty of spring would have 
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been the same, year after year, century after 
century, had he never existed. And the blue of 
the sky — I used to think it was hung about the 
earth for his sake ; and the colours of the clouds, 
the great sunsets. But the blueness of the sky is 
nothing but the dust of the planet floating deep 
around it, too light to sink through the atmo- 
sphere, but reflecting the rays of the sun. These 
rays fall on the clouds and colour them. It 
would all have been so, had man never been born. 
The earth’s springs of drinking water, refreshing 
showers, the rainbow on the cloud, — they would 
have been the same, had no human being ever 
stood on this planet to claim them for ages as the 
signs of providence and of covenant.’ 

Gabriella had her own faith as to the rainbow. 

‘ So, none of the animals was made for man,’ 
resumed David, who seemed to have some ulterior 
purpose in all this. ‘ I used to think the^tructure 
and nature of the ass were given him that he might 
*be adapted to bear Man’s burdens ; they were 
given him that he might bear his oWn burdens. 
Horses were not made for cavalry. And a camel 
— I never doubted that he, was a wonderful 
contrivance to enable Man to cross the desert ; 
he is a wonderful contrivance in order that the 
contrivance itself may cross the desert.’ 

‘ I hope I may never have to use one,’ said 
Gabriella, ‘when I commence to ride again. I 
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prefer horses and carriages — ^though I suppose you 
would say that only the carriage was designed for 
me and that I had no right to be drawn in that 
way.’ 

‘ Some day a horse may be» designed for you, 
just as the carriage is. »We do not use horses 
on railroads now ; we did use them at first in 
Kentucky. Sometime you may not use horses 
in your carriage. You ma} have a horse that 
was designed for you.* 

‘ I think,’ said Gabriella, ‘ I should prefer a 
horse that was designed for itself.’ 

‘ And so,’ resumed David, moving straight on 
toward his concealed climax, ‘ if I were a poet. I’d 
never write poems about flowers and clouds and 
lakes and mountains and moonbeams and all that ; 
those things are not for a man. If I were a novelist. 
I’d never write stories about a grizzly bear, or a 
dog, or a r^d bird. If I were a sculptor. I’d not 
carve a lynx or a lion. If I were a painter, I’d 
never paint sheep. In all this universe there is 
only one thidg that Nature ever created for a 
man. I’d write poems about that one thing ! I’d 
write novels about it i I’d paint it ! I’d carve it ! 
I’d compose music to it ! ’ 

‘ Why, what is that ? ’ said Gabriella, led sadly 
astray. 

‘ A woman ! ’ said David solemnly, turning 
red. 
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Gabriella fled into the uttermost caves of 
silence. 

‘ And there was only one thing ever made for 
woman.’ 

‘ I imderstand perfectly.’ 

David felt rebuffed, t He hardly knew why. 
But after a moment or two of silence he went on, 
still advancing with rough paces toward his goal. 

‘Sometimes,’ he said mournfully, ‘it’s harder 
for a man to get the only thing in the world that 
was ever mad® for him than anything else ! This 
difficulty, however, appertains exclusively to the 
human species.’ 

Gabriella touched her handkerchief quickly to 
her lips and held it there. 

‘ But then, many curious things are true of our 
species,’ he continued, with his eyes on the fire 
and in the manner of a soliloquy, ‘that never 
occur elsewhere. A man, for instance, is the only 
animal that will settle comfortably down for the 
rest of its days to live on the exertions of the 
female.’ * 

‘ It shows how a woman likes to be depended 
on,’ said Gabriella, with her dpep womanliness.^ 

‘Tom-cats of the fireside,’ said David, ‘ who 
are proud of what fat mice their wives feed tfiem 
on. It may show what you say in the nature of 
the woman. But what does it show in the nature 
of the man * 
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‘ That depends.’ 

‘I don’t think it depends/ replied David. ‘I*^ 
think it is either one of the results of Christianity 
or a sur\nval of barbarism. As one of the 
results of Christianity, it lemonstrates what 
women will endure when* they are imposed upon. 
As a relic of barbarism — ^when it happens in our 
country — ^why not regard it as derived from the 
North American Indians ? The chiefs lounged 
around the house and smoked the best tobacco 
and sent the squaws out to work for them. 
Occasionally they broke silence by briefly declar- 
ing that they thought themselves immortal.’ 

Gabriella tried to draw the conversation into 
other channels, but David was not to be diverted. 

* It has been a great fact in the history of your 
sex,’ he said, looking across at her, with a shake 
of his head, as though she did not appreciate the 
subject, ‘ that idea that everything in the universe 
was made for Man.’ 

‘ Why ? ’ inquired Gabriella, resigning herself 
to the perilous and the irresistible. 

‘ Well, in old times it led men to think that 
since everything elsp belonged to them, so did 
woman : therefore when they wanted her they 
did not ask for her : they took her.’ 

* It is much better arranged at present, what- 
ever the reason.’ 

‘ Now a man cannot always get one, even when 
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he asks for her,’ and David turned red again and 
knotted his hands. 

‘ I am so glad the schoolhouse was not damaged 
by the storm,’ observed Gabriella, reflecting. 

David fell into i reverie but presently awoke. 

‘ There are more men rthan women in the world. 
On an average, that is only a fraction of a woman 
to every man. Still the men cannot take care of 
them. But it ought to be a real pleasure to every 
man to take care of an entire woman.’ 

‘Did you ever notice the hands in that por- 
trait,?’ 

David glanced at the portrait without noticing 
it, and went his fateful way. 

‘ Since a man knows nothing else was created 
for him, he feels his loneliness without her so much 
more deeply. They ought to be very good and 
true to each other — a man and a woman — since 
they two are alone in the universe,’ o 

He gulped down his words and stood up 
trembling. 

‘ I must be going,’ he said, without even look- 
ing at Gabriella, and went out into the hall for his 
coat. ^ 

V 

‘ Bring it in here,’ she called. ‘ It is cold out 
there.’ She watched how careless he was about 
making himself snug for his benumbing walk. 
He had a woollen comforter which he left loosely 
tied about his neck. 
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‘Tie it closer/ she had comtranded. ‘You 
had a cold last night, and it is worse to-night. 
Tuck it in close about vour neck.’ 

David made the attempt. He was not 
thinking. ^ 

‘ This way ! ’ And Qabntlla showed him by 
using her fingers around her own neck and collar. 

He tried again and fmled, standing before her 
with a mingling of embarrassment and stubborn 
determination. 

‘ That will never do ! ’ she cried with genuine 
concern. She took hold of the comforter by the 
ends and drew the knot up close to his throat, he 
lifting his head to receive it as it came. Then 
David with his eyes on the ceiling felt his coat 
collar turned up and her soft warm fingers tucking 
the comforter in around his neck. When he looked 
down, she was standing over by the fireplace. 

‘ Good-tiight,’ she said positively, with a quick 
gesture of dismissal as she saw the look in his eyes. 

Each of the million million men who made up 
the past of l 5 avid, that moment reached a hand 
out of the distance and pushed him forward. But 
of rfhem all there -was none so helpless with 
modesty — ^so in need of hiding from every eye — 
even his* own — the sacred annals of that moment. 

He was standing by the table on which bvumed 
the candles. He bent down quickly and blew them 
out and went over to her by the dim firelight. 



XIX 

All high happiness has in it some element of 
love; all love cont^ns a desire for peace. One 
immediate efffect of new happiness, new love, is to 
make us turn toward the past with a wish to 
straighten out its difEculties, heal its breaches, 
forgive its wrongs. We think most hopefully of 
distressing things which may still be remedied, 
most regretfully of others that have passed beyond 
our reach and will. 

It was between ten and eleven o’clock of the 
next day — Sunday. David’s cold bod become 
worse. Her had turned over necessary wwk to 
the negro man and stayed quietly in his room 
since the silent breakfast. Two or three books 
chosen carelessly out of the trunk lay on his table 
before the fire : interest had gone out of them 
this day. With his face red and swollen, he^was 
sitting beside this table with one hand loosely 
covering the forgotten books, his eyes turned to 
the window, but looking upon distant inward 
scenes. 
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Sunday morning between' ten and elewn 
o’clock ! the church -going hour of his Bible- 
student life. In imagination he could hear across 
these wide leagues of winter land the faint, faint 
peals of the church bells which^were now ringing. 
He was back in the town lagain — up at the college 
— ^in his room at the dormitory ; and it was in 
the days before the times of his trouble. The 
students were getting ready for church, with 
freshly shaved faces, boots well blacked, best suits 
on, not always good ones. He cdUld hear their 
talk in the rocms around his, hear fragments of 
hymns, the opening and shutting of doors along 
the hallways, and the running of feet down the 
stairs. By ones and twos and larger groups they 
passed down and out with their hymnals, Testa- 
ments, sometimes blank books for notes on the 
sermon. Several thrust bright, cordial faces in at 
the door, as they passed, to see whether he and 
his room-mate had started. " 

The scene changed. He was in the church, 
which was crowded from pulpit to walls. He 
was sitting under the chandelier in the choir, the 
num])er of the first hymn had just been whispered 
along, and he began to sing, with hundreds of 
others, the music which then released the pinions 
of his love and faith as the air releases the wings 
of a bird. The hymn ceased ; he could see the 
pastor nse from behind the. pulpit, advance, and 
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with a gesture gather that sea of heads to prayer. 
He could follow the sermon, most of all the 
exhortation ; around him was such stillness in the 
church that his own heart -beats were audible. 
Then the Supper Jnd then home to the dormitory 
again — with a pain of rhappiness filling him, the 
rest and the unrest of consecration. 

Many other scenes he lived through in memory 
this morning — once lived in reality amid that 
brotherhood of souls. His tenderest thoughts 
perhaps dwelt on the young men’s prayer-meet- 
ings of Sunday afternoons at the college. There 
they drew nearest to the Eternal Strength which 
was behind their weakness, and closest to each 
other as student after student lifted a faltering, 
stumbling petition for a common blessing on their 
work. The Immortal seemed to be in that bare 
room, filling their hearts with holy flame, drawing 
around them the isolation of a devoted band. 
They were ‘one in one. Then had followed the 
change in him which produced the change in 
them : no fellowship, no friendship, with an 
unbeliever ; and he was left without a comrade. 

His heart was yearning xid sick this day to be 
reconciled to them all. How did they think of 
him, speak of him, now ? Who slept in his bed,? 
Who sat a little while, after the studies of the 
night were over, talking to his room-mate ? Who 
knelt down across the room at his prayers when 
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the lights were put out? And his professore-r* 
what bulwarks of knowlec^e and rectitude and 
kindness they were ! — all with him at first, all 
against him at last, as in duty bound. 

) To one man alone among tliore hundreds could 
David look back as havijig begun Lo take interest 
in him toward the close of his college days. 
During that vacation which he had spent in read- 
ing and study, he had often refreshed hims« 3 r***by 
taking his book out to the woodland park near 
the city, which in those days was the grounds of 
one of the colleges of the University. , There he 
found the green wild country again, a fprest like 
his pioneer ancestor’s. Regularly here he ob;s^ved 
at out-of-door work the professor of Physical 
Science, who also was pressing his investigations 
forward during the leisure of those summer 
months. An authority from the north, from a 
New England University, who had resigned his 
chair to come to Kentucky, attracted, by the fair 
prospects of the new institution. A great gray- 
bearded, eagle-faced, square-shouldered, big-footed 
man : reserved, absorbed, asking to be let alone, 
one of the silent n^fisters. But David, desperate 
with intellectual loneliness himself, and knowing 
this man to be a student of the new science, one 
day had introduced himself and made inquiry 
about entering certain classes in his course the 
following session. The professor shook his head. 
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He was going back to New England himself the 
next year, and he moved away under the big trees, 
resuming his work. 

As troubles had thickened about David, his 
case became discus^d in University circles ; and 
he was stopped on the strpet one day by this frigid 
professor and greeted with a man’s grasp and a 
look of fresh beautiful affection. His apostasy 
from dogmatism had made him a friend of that 
lone thinker whose worship of God was the 
worship of Him through the laws of His universe 
and not through the dogmas of men. 

This professor — and Gabriella : they alone, 
though from different motives, had been drawn to 
him by what had repelled all others. It was his 
new relation to her, beyond anything else, that 
filled David this day with his deep desire for 
peace with his past. She had such peace in her- 
self, such charity of feeling, such simpl|, steadfast 
faith. She ucast the music of these upon the 
chords of his own soul. To the influence of her 
religion she was now adding the influence of her 
love ; it filled him, subdued, overwhelmed him. 
And this morning also, out of his own happiness 
he remembered with most poignant suffering‘s the 
unhappiness of his father. His own life was un- 
folding into fulness of affection and knWledge 
and strength ; his father’s was closing amid the 
weakness and troubles that had gathered about 
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liim ; and he, David, had contributed his shar^^ 
these. To be reconciled to his father this day — 
that was his sole thought. 

It was about fotu: o’clock. The house held 
that quiet which' reigns of/a Sunday afternoon 
when the servants have left the kitchen for the 
cabin, when all work done, and the feeling of 
Sunday rest takes possession of our minds. The 
winter sunshine on the helds seems full of rest; 
the brutes rest — even those that are not beasts of 
burden. The birds appear to krow the day, and 
to make note of it in quieter twitter and slower 
flight. 

David rose resolutely and started downstairs. 
As he entered his father’s room, his mother was 
just passing out. She looked at her son with 
apprehension, as she closed the door behind her. 
His father was sitting by a window, reading, as 
was his Sunday wont, the Bible. He had once 
written to David that his had always been a 
religious people ; it was true. A grave, stfcrn ' 
man — sternest, gravest on Sunday. When it was 
not possible to go to church, the greater to him 
the reason that the house itself should become 

m 

cHUrchlike in solemnity, out of respect to the day 
and the duty of self-examination. A man of 
many failings, but on this subject strong. 

David sat down and waited for him to reach 
the end of the page or chapter. But his flither 



26 o the increasing PURPOSE xix 


read on with a slow perceptible movement of his 
lips. 

‘ Father.’ 

The gray head was turned slowly toward him 
in silent resentment bf the interruption. 

‘ I thought it would be fetter to come down and 
talk with you.’ 

The eyes re-sought the page, the lips resumed 
their movements. 

‘ I am sorry to interrupt you.’ 

The eye stillofollowed the inspired words, from 
left to right, left to right, left to right. 

‘ Father, things ought not to go on in this way 
between us. I have been at home now for two* 
months. I have waited, hoping that you would 
give me the chance to talk about it all. You have 
declined, and meantime I have simply been at work, 
as I used to be. But this must not be put off 
longer for several reasons. There are otjjer things 
in my life nomthat I have to think of and care for.’ 
•The tone in which David spoke these last words 
was unusual and significant. ' 

The eyes stopped at a point on the page. The 
lips were pressed tightly togetl^er. 

David rose and walked quietly out of the room. 
After he had closed the door behind him and put 
his foot on the stairs he stopped, and with fresh 
determination reopened the door. His father had 
shut the Bible, laid it on the floor at the side of his 
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chair, and was standing in- the middle of the recQn 
with his eyes on the door through which David had 
passed. He pointed to his son to be seated, and 
resumed his chair. He dreiy his penknife from 
his pocket and slowly trimmefl the ra veilings from 
his shirt-cuffs, blowing them off his wrists. David 
saw that his hands were trembling violently. The 
tragedy in the poor action cut him to the heart 
and he threw himself remorsefully into the midst 
of things. 

* Father, I know I have disappointed you ! 
Know it as well as you do ; but I could not have 
done differently.’ 

‘ Tou not believe in Christianity ! Tou not 
believe the Bible ! ’ 

The suppressed, enraged voice summed up again 
the old contemptuous opinion. 

The young man felt that there was another 
than himself whom it wounded. 

‘ Sir, you must not speak to me witn that feeling ! 
Try to see that I am as sincere as you are. As to 
the goodness of my mind, I did not derive it from 
myself and am not to blame. I have only made 
an .earnest and an honest, use of what mind was 
given me. But I have not relied upon it alone. 
There %re great men, some of the greatest minds 
of the world, who have been my teachers and 
determined my belief.’ 

‘ All your life you had the word of God as your 
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teacher and you believed it. Now these men tell 
you not to believe it and you believe them. And 
then you complain that I do not think more highly 
of you.’ (. 

‘ Father,’ cried Dlivid, ‘ there is one man whose 
name is very dear to us berth. The blood of that 
man is in me as it is in you. Sir, it is your grand- 
father. Do you remember what the church of his 
day did with him .? Do you forget that, standing 
across the fields yonder, is the church he himself 
built to freedom of opinion in religious matters ? 
I grew up, not under the shadow of that church, 
for it casts none, but in the light of it. I have 
seen many churches worship there. I have had 
before me from the time I could remember my 
great-grandfather’s words : they seemed to me the 
voice of God by whom all men were created, and 
the spirit of Christ by whom, as you believe, men 
are to be saved.’ * 

The younger man stopped and waited in vain 
for the older one to reply. But his father also 
waited, and David went on — 

‘ I do not expect you to stand against the church 
in what it has done with me : 'chat had to be done. 
If you had been an elder off that church, I know 
you, too, would have voted to expel me. ,What I 
do ask of you is, that you think me as sincere in 
my belief as I think you in yours. I do ask for 
your toleration, your charity. Everything else 
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between us will be easy, if you can see that I 
done only what I could. The faith of the world 
grows, changes. Sens cannot always agree with 
their fathers; otherwise the ^ world would stand* 
still. You do not believe many things your own 
grandfather believed — ^t|^e man ot whose memory 
you are so proud. The faith you hold did not 
even exist among men in his day. I can no longer 
agree with you ; I do not think the less of you 
because I believe differently : do not think the less 
of me ! ’ 

The young man could not enter into any 
argument with the old one. He would not have 
disturbed if he could, his father’s faith : it was too 
late in life for that. Neither could he defend his 
own views without attacking his father’s : that also 
would have been cruelty in itself and would have 
been accepted as insulting. Still David could not 
leave his sase without witnesses. 

‘There are things in the old Bible that no 
scholar now believes.’ • 

‘ The Almighty declares they are true ; you say 
they are not : I prefer to believe the Almighty. 
Perhaps He knows better than you and the 
scholars.’ 

David fell into sorrowful silence. 

‘ T^ere are some other matters about which I 
should lik? to speak with you, father,’ he said, 
changing the subject. ‘ I recall one thing you said 



264 THE INCREASING PURPOSE xix 

to me the day I came home. You asked me why 
I had come back here : do you still feel that way ?’ 

‘I do. This is a Christian house. This is a 
Christian community. You are put of place un$ier 
this roof and in this neighbourhood. Life was 
hard enough for your motjier and me before; But 
we did for you what we could ; you were pleased 
to make us this return. It will be better for you 
to go.’ 

Every word seemed to have been hammered out 
of iron, once melted in the forge, but now cold and 
unchangeably shaped to its heavy purpose. The 
young man writhed under the hopelessness of the 
situation — 

* Sir, is it all on one side ? Have I done nothing 

for you in all these years ? Until I was nearly a 
man’s age, did I not work.? For my years of 
labour did I receive more than s bare living ? Did 
you ever know a slave as faithful ? Y^ere you 
ever a harsh master to this slave .? Do you owe 
me nothing for. all those years? — do not mean 
money ? — I mean kindness, justice ! ’ * •* 

* How many years before you began to work for 
us did your mother and I work/or you? Did you 
6we us nothing for all that ? ’ 

‘ I did ! I do ! I always shall ! But do you . 
count it against me that Nature brought me forth 
helpless and kept me helpless for so many years 
afterwards ? If my being born was a fault, whose 
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was it ? Is the dependence of xn infant on its 
parent a debt ? Father ! father ! be just ! be 
just 1 that you may be more kind to me.’ 

‘ Kind to you Just to you ! ’ 

’ Hitherto his father had spoken with a quietude 
which *was terrible, on accoimt of the passion 
raging beneath. But now he sprang to his feet, 
strode across, and, pulling a ragged shirt -cuff 
down from under his coat-sleeve, shook it in his 
son’s eyes : poverty. He went to one of the 
rotting doors and jerking it open without turn- 
ing the knob, rattled it on its loose hinges : 
poverty. He turned to the window, and with 
one gesture depicted ruined outhouses and ruined 
barn, now hidden under the snow, and beautiful 
in the Sunday evening light: poverty. He turned 
and faced his son, majestic in grief and care. 

‘ Kind ! just ! you who have trifled with your 
advantages! you who are sending your mother 
out of her home ’ 

David sprang toward him in a'n agony of* 
tilluble and rbmorse. 

‘ It is not true, it is not necessary 1 Father, 
you have be^n too much influenced by my mother’s 
fears. This is Bailey’s doing. It is about this P 
have wanted to talk , to you. I shall see Bailey 
to-morrow.’ 

‘ I forbid you to see him or to interfere.’ 

‘ I must see him, whether you wish it or not,’ 
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and David, to save other hard words that were 
coming, txirned quickly and left the room. 

He did not go down to supper. Toward bed- 
time, as he sat before his fire, bitterly brooding, 
he heard a slow, unfamiliar step mounting the 
stair. Not often in a yea^ did he have the chance 
to recognise that step, ikis mother entered, hold- 
ing a small iron stewpan, from under the cover 
of which steamed a sweet, spicy odour. 

‘ This will do your cold good,’ she said, tasting 
the stew out of* a spoon which she brought in her 
other hand, and setting it down on the hot hearth. 
Then she stood looking a little fearfully at her son 
who had not moved. Ah, that is woman’s wayl 
She incites men to a difficulty ; and then appears 
innocently on the battlefield with bandages for the 
belligerents. How many of the quarrels of this 
world has she caused — and how few ever witnessUl 

David was sick in heart and body a^d kept his 
chair and m^e no reply. His mother suddenly 
•turned, feeling a cold draught on her back, and 
observed the broken window-pane ftnd the flap- 
ping sheet of paper. 

* There’s putty and glass in the store-room : 
why don’t you put that* pane of glass in } ’ 

‘ I will,’ said David absently. 

She went over to his bed and beat up the 
bolster, and made everything ready for him. 

‘You ought to have clean sheets and pillow- 
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cases,’ she remarked confidently, ‘ the negroes are 
worthless.’ 

‘Good-night,’ she said, with her hand on the 
door, looking back, at him timidly. 

He sprang up and went over to her. 

‘ Oh,, mother ! motl"pr ! mother ! ’ he cried, 
and then he checked the useless words that came 
rushing in a flood. 

‘Good -night! and thank you for coming. 
Good- night! Be careful. I’ll bring the candle, 
the stairway is dark. Good-night 1 ’ 

‘ Oh, Gabriella ! Gabriella ! ’ he murmured as 
he went back to his table. He buried his head 
on his arms a moment, then, starting up, threw 
off his clothes, drank the mixture, and got into 
bed. 



XX 

At dead of night out in a lonely country what 
sound freezes the blood like the quick cry of an 
animal seized and being killed ? The fright, the 
pain, the despair : whosoever has heard these 
notes has listened to the wild death -music of 
nature, ages old. 

On the still frozen air near two or three o’clock 
of next morning such a cry rang out from inside 
the barn. There were the short rushes to and 
fro, round and round ; then violent leapings 
against the door, the troughs, and sides of the 
stable ; then'^ mad plunging, struggling, panting ; 
'then a long, terrified, weakened wail, which told 
everything beyond the clearness of words. 

Up in his room, perfectly dark, for the coals 
in the grate were now spark! ess, David was lysing 
on his back sleeping heavily and bathed in per- 
spiration. Overheated, he had pushed ^e bed 
covers off from his throat ; he had hollowed the 
pillow away from his face. So deep was the 
stillness of the house and of the night air outside, 
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that almost the first sounds had reached his^^pifr 
and simk down into his brain : he stirred slightly. 
As the tumult grew louder, he tossed his head- 
from side to side uneasily, and ijiuttered a question 
in his broken dreams. And the barn was in 
an uproar ; and the dog, chained at his kennel 
behind the house, was howling, roaring to get 
loose. 

Would he never waken? Would the tragedy 
which he himself had unwittingly planned and 
staged be played to its end without his hearing a 
word ? (So often it is that way in life.) At last, 
as one who has long tugged at his own sleep, 
striving to rend it as a smothering blanket and 
burst through into free air, he sat up in bed 
confused, listening. 

* Dogs ! ’ he exclaimed, grinding his teeth. 

He was out of bed in an instant, groping for 
his clothes. ^ It seemed he would never find them. 
As he dressed, he muttered remorsefully to him- 
self : — 

‘ I simply put them into a trap. 

When he had drawn on socks, boots, and 
trousers, he slipped ^to his overcoat, felt for his 
hat, * and hurried down. He released the dog,' 
which instantly was off in a noiseless run, and 
followed,* buttoning the coat about him as he 
went; the air was like ice against his bare hot 
throat. Another moment and he could hear the 
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d<^ fighting. When he reached the door of the 
shed and threw it open, the flock of sheep bounded 
out past him in a wild rush for the open. He 
stepped inside, seeching around with his foot as 
he groped. Preseijtly it struck against something 
large and soft close to the wall in a corner. He 
reached down and taking it by the legs, pulled 
the sheep out into the moonlight, several yards 
across the snow ; a red track followed, as though 
made with a broad dripping brush. 

David stood looking down at it and kicked it 
two or three times. 

‘Did it make any diflerence to you whether 
your life were taken by a dog or man ? The dbg 
killing you from instinct and famine ; a man kill- 
ing you as a luxury and with a fine calculation ? 
And who is to blame now for your death, if blame 
there be ? I who went to college instead of build- 
ing a stable ? Or the storm which deprived these 
prowlers of^nearer food and started tnem on a far 
hunt, desperate with hunger ? Or man who took 
you from wild Nature and made you more defence- 
less under his keeping? Or Nature itself who 
edged the tooth and the mi^d of the dog-wolf in 
"the beginning that h 6 might lengthen his Iffe by 
shortening yours ? Where and with what purpose 
beg^ on this planet, the taking of life that there 
%iight be life ? Poor questions that never troubled 
you, poor sheep ! But that follow, as his shadow, 
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‘V , 

pondering Man, who no more knows the reaso^ <Sf 
it all than you did.’ 

The fighting of the dogs had for the first few 
moments sounded farther and farther away, re- 
treating through ihe barn and^thence into the lot ; 
and by and by the shepherd ran around and stood 
before l^avid, awaiting (A'ders. David seized the 
sheep by the feet and dragged it into tne saddle- 
house; sent the dog to watch the rest of the 
flock; and ran back to the house, drawing his 
overcoat more tightly about him. As quickly as 
possible he got into bed and covered up warmly. 
Something caused him to recollect just then the 
case of one of the Bible students. 

‘ Now I am in for it,’ he said. 

And this made him think of his great masters 
and of Gabriella ; and he lay there very anxious 
in the night. 



Twilight had three times descended on the drear 
land. Three times Gabriella, standing at her 
windows and looking out upon the snow and ice, 
had seen everything disappear. How softly white 
were the snow-covered trees ; how soft the black 
that thickened about them till they were effaced. 
Gabriella thought of them as still perfectly white 
out there in the darkness. Three evenings with 
her face against the pane she had watched for a 
familiar figure to stalk towering up the yard path, 
and no familiar figure had come. Thrge evenings 
she had returtied to her firelight, and sat before it 
• with an ear on guard for the sound of a familiar 
step on the porch below, but no step had been 
heard. 

On the first night she had all but hoped that 
he would not seek her"; the avowal of their ^ove 
for each other had well-nigh left it an unendurable 
joy. But the second night she had begun to 
expect him confidently ; and when the hour had 
passed and he had not come, Gabriella sat long 
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before her fire with a new wound — she who haA 
felt so many. By the third day she had reviewed 
all that she had ever heard of him or known of 
him : gathered it all afresh as a ^beautiful thing for 
receiving him with when he |hould come to her 
that night. Going early to her room# she had 
taken her chair to the wkidow and with her face 
close to the pane had watched again — ^watched 
that white yard ; and again nothing moved in 
■ that white yard but the darkness. 

She sprang up and began to walk to and fro. 

‘ If he does not come to-night, something has 
happened. I know, I know, I know ! Something 
is wrong. My heart is not mistaken. Oh, if 
anything were to happen to him ! I must not 
think of it ! I have borne many things ; but 
that ! I must not think of it ! ’ 

She sank into her chair with her ear strained 
toward the j)orch below. For a long time there 
was no sound. Then she heard the noise of heavy 
boots — a tapping of the toes against the pillars, to. 
knock off the«now, and then the slow creaking of 
soles across the frozen boards. She started up. 

‘ It is some one el§e,’ she cried, wringing her 
hands. ‘ Something has hal)pefted to him.’ • 
She stopped still in the middle of the room, 
her arms dropped at her sides, her eyes stretched 
wide. 

The house girl’s steps were heard running 

T 
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upstairs. Gabriella jerked the door open in her 
face. 

‘ What is the matter ? ’ she cried. 

A negro man hgid come with a message for her. 
The girl looked ffightened. Gabriella ran past 

her down into the hall. ‘ What is the matter ? ' 

0 

she asked. * 

His Marse David had sent for her and wanted 
her to come at once. He had brought a horse 
for her. 

‘ Is he ill — tteriously ill ? ’ 

He had had a bad cold and was worse. 

‘ The doctor — has he sent for the doctor ? ’ 

The negro said that he was to take her back 
first and then go for the doctor. 

‘ Go at once.’ 

It was very dark, he urged, and slippery. 

‘ Go on for the doctor ! Where have you left 
the horse ^ 

The horSe was at the stiles. The negro in- 
sisted that it would be better for him to go back 
with her. ” 

‘ Don’t lose time,’ she said, ‘ and don’t keep 
me waiting. Go ! as quickly as you can ! ’ 

‘ The negro cautioned her to dismount the 
frozen creek. 

When Gabriella, perhaps an hour later, knocked 
at the side-door of David’s home — his father’s and 
mother’s room — there was no summons to enter. 
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She turned the knob and ’valked in. The r^pitf 
was empty ; the fire had burned low ; a cat lay on 
the hearthstones. It laised its head half-way and 
looked at her through the ijarrow slits of its 
yellow eyes and curled the tip ,of its tail — the cat 
which is never inconvenienced, which shares all 
comforts and no troubles. She sat down in a 
chair, overcome with excitement and hesitating 
what to do. In a moment she noticed that the 
door opening on the foot of the staircase stood 
ajar. It led to his room. Not a ^ound reached 
her from above. She summoned all her self- 
control, mounted the stairway, and entered. 

The two negro women were standing inside 
with their backs to the door. On one side of the 
bed sat David’s mother, on the other his father. 
Both were looking at David silently. He lay in 
the middle of the bed, his eyes fixed restlessly on 
the door, ^s soon as he saw her, he lifted him- 
self with an effort and stretched out Piis arms and 
shook them at her with hoarse little cries. 

‘ Oh ! oh ! ’oh ! oh ! ’ 

The next moment he locked his arms about 
her. • 

• 4 Oh, it has been so long ! ’ he said, drawing 
her close, ‘ so long ! ’ 

‘ Ah, why did you not send for me ? I have 
waited and waited.’ 

He released her and fell back upon the pillows ; 



276 THE INCREASING PURPOSE xxi 

then with a slight gesture he said to his father and 
mother, — 

‘ Will you leave us alone for a while ? ’ 

When they had,gone out, he took one, of her 
hands and pressed ^t against his cheek and lay 
looking at her piteously, ^ 

Gabriclfa saw the change in him : his anxious 
expression, his cheeks flushed with a red spot, his 
restlessness, his hand burning. She could feel the 
big veins throbbing too fast, too crowded. But 
a woman smiles while her heart breaks. 

He propped himself a little higher on the 
pillows and turned on his side, clutching at his lung. 

‘Don’t be frightened,’ he said, searching her 
face anxiously, ‘ I’ve got something to tell you. 
Promise,’ 

‘ I promise.’ 

‘ I am going to have pneumonia, or I have it 
now. You are not frightened ? ’ 

Her eyes Answered for her. 

• ‘I had a cold, I had taken something to 
throw me into a sweat — that was the night after 
I saw you.’ 

At the thought of their la^t interview, he took 
Her hand again and pressed it to his lips, looking 
tenderly at it. 

‘ The dogs were killing the sheep, and 1 got up 
and went out while I was in a perspiration. I 
know it’s pneumonia. I have had a long, hard 
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chill. My head feels like it tt^ould burst|>,aSMl; 
there are other symptoms; This . lung ! It’s 
pneumonia. One of the Bible College students 
had it. I helped to nurse him.* Oh, he got well,’ 
he said, shaking his head at her widi a smile, * and 
so wiU I ! ’ 

‘ I know it,’ she murmured, ‘ I’m sure of it.’ 

‘What I want to ask is. Will you stay with 
me? ’ 

‘ Ah, nothing could take me from you.’ 

‘I don’t want you to leave me. I want to 
feel that you are right here by me through it all. 
I have to tell you something else : I may be 
delirious and not know what is going on. I have 
sent for the doctor. But there is a better one 
in Lexington. You try to get him to come. I 
know that he goes wherever he is called and 
stays till the danger is past or — or — till it 
is settled.* Don’t spare anything ^that can be 
done for me. I am in danger, and I must 
live. I must not lose all the greatness of life 
and lose you.^ 

*Ah,’ she implored, seeing how ill he was. 
‘ Everything that tan b^ done shall be don§. 
Now oughtn’t you to be quiet and let me make 
you coipfortable till the doctor comes ? ’ 

‘ I must say something else while I can, and am 
sure. I might not get over this—’ 

‘Ah—’ 



278 THE INCREASING PURPOSE xxi 

‘ Let me say this : I might not ! If I should 
not, have no fear about the future ; I have none ; 
it will all be well with me in Eternity.’ 

He lay quiet a* moment, his face turned off. 
She had buried here on the bed. The flood of 
tears would come. He turned over, and seeing it 
laid his hand on it very lightly. 

‘ If it be so, Gabriella, I hope all the rest of 
your life you will be happy. I hope no more 
trouble will ever come to you.’ 

Suddenly he sat up, lifted her head, and threw 
his arms around her again. Oh, Gabriella ! ’ he 
cried, ‘ you have been all there is to me.’ 

‘ Some day,’ he continued a moment later, ‘.if 
it turns out that way, come over here to see my 
father and mother. And tell them I left word 
that perhaps they had never quite understood me 
and so had never been able to do me justice. 
Now, will you call my mother ? ’ • 

‘ Mother,^ he said, taking her by the hand and 
placing it in Gabriella’s, ‘this is my wife, as I 
hope she will be, and your daughter ; and I have 
asked her to stay and help you to nurse me 
^rough this cold.’ , * ^ 

Three twilights more and there was a, scene in 
the little upper room of the farmhouse : David 
drawn up on the bed ; at one side of it, the poor 
distracted mother, rocking herself and loudly 
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weeping ; for though mothers ;may not greatl]|^ 
have loved their grown son% when the big men 
lie stricken and the mothers once more take their 
hands to wash them, bathe theiv faces with a cloth, 
put a spoon to their lips, memory brings back the 
days wh^n those huge erring bodies ky across their 
breasts. They weep for ‘the infant, now an infant 
again and perhaps falling into a long sleep. 

On the other side of the bed sat David’s father, 
bending over toward, trying now, as he had so 
often tried, to reach his son ; thfhking at swift 
turns of the different will he would have to make 
and of who would write it ; of his own harshness ; 
and also not free from the awful dread that this 
was the summons to his son to enter Eternity with 
his soul unprepared. At the foot of the bed were 
the two doctors, watchful, whispering to each 
other, one of whom led the mother out of the 
room ; ov«r by the door the two negro women 
and the negro man. Gabriella was iiot there. 

Gabriella had gone once more to where she hach 
been many tihies : gone to pour out in secref the 
prayer of her church, and of her own soul for 
the^ sick — with faith that her prayer would be 
answered. * 

A dark hour : a dog howling on the porch 
below ; at the stable the cries of hungry, neglected 
animals ; the winter hush settling over the great 
evening land. 



XXII 

When one sets out to walk daily across a wood or 
field in a fresh direction, starting always at the 
same point ancf arriving always at the same, with- 
out intention one makes a path ; it may be long 
first, but in time the path will come. It comr 
mences at the home gate or bars and reaches 
forward by degrees ; it commences at the opposite 
goal and lengthens backward thence : some day 
the ends meet and we discover with surprise how 
slightly we have deviated in all those crossings 
and recrossings. The mind has unconsciously 
marked a path long before the feet have traced it. 

* When Gabriella had begun teaching, she passed 
daily out of the yard into an apple* orchard and 
thence across a large woodland pasture, in the 
remote corner of whkh the schoolhouse -gfus 
situated. Through this woods the children had 
made their path : the straight instinctive path of 
childhood. But Gabriella, leaving this at the 
woods-^ate, had begun to make one for herself. 
She followed her will from day to day ; now led 
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in this direction by somfe better r/ista ; now dra^ 
aside toward a group of finer trees ; or seeing, 
farther on, some littje nook-like place. In time, 
she had out of short disjointed threads sewn a 
continuous path ; it was made up of her loves, 
and shf loved it. Of mornings a brisk walk 
along this braced her ihind for the day ; in the 
evening it quieted jangled nerves and revived a 
worn-out spirit : shedding her toil at the school- 
house door as a heavy suffocating garment, she 
stepped gratefully out into its largeness, its wood- 
land odours, and twilight peace. 

On the night of the sleet tons of timber 
altogether had descended across this byway. 
When the snow fell the next night, it brought 
down more. But the snow melted, leaving the 
ice ; the ice melted, leaving the dripping boughs 
and bark. In time these were warmed and dried 
by sun and wind. New edges of greenness 
appeared, running along the path. *The tree-tops 
above were tossing and roaring in the wild gales of 
Marth. Under loose autumn leaves the earliest 
violets were dim with blue. But Gabriella had 
n^ver once been there to realise how her path had 
been ruined, or to note the birth of spring. * 

It .was perhaps a month afterward that one 
morning at the usual school hour her tall lithe 
figure, clad in gray hood and cloak, appeared at 
last walking along this path, stepping over or 
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passing around the fallen boughs. She was pale 
and thin, but the sweet warm womanliness of her, 
if possible, lovelier. There was a look of religious 
gratitude in the eyes, but about, her mouth new 
happiness. , 

Her duties were done earlier than usual that 
j^fternoon, for not much ct)uld be accomplished on 
this first day of reassembling the children. They 
were gone ; and she stood on the steps of the 
schoolhouaii facing toward a gray field on a distant 
hillside, which caught the funt sunshine. It drew 
her Irresistibly in heart and foot, and she ^et out 
toward it. 

The day was one of those on which the season^ 
meet. Strips of snow ermined the field ; but 
on the stumps, wandering and warbling before 
Gabriella as she advanced, were bluebirds, those 
wings of the sky, those breasts of earth. She 
reached the spot she was seeking, and paused. 
There it was — -the whole pitiful scene ! His hemp- 
brake : the charred rind of a stump where he had 
kindled a fire to warm his hands ; the remnant of 
the shock fallen over and left unfinished that last 
afternoon ; trailing across his lyake, a handful of 
heftip partly broken out.* 

She surveyed it all with wistful tenderness. 
Then she looked away to the house. She could 
' see the window of his room at which she had sat 
how many days, gazing out towards this field ! 
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On his bed in that room he was now stretch^ 
weak and white, but strugglij^g back into health. 

She came closer and gazed down at his frozen 
boot-prints. How near his feet had drawn to that 
long colder path which woijld have carried him 
away from her. How neaily had his young life 
been left, lil^e the hand of hemp he last had 
handled — half broken out, not yet ready for strong 
use and good service. At that moment one scene 
rose before her memory : a day at Bethlehem nigh 
Jerusalem ; a young Hebrew gwl issuing from 
her stricken house and hastening to meet Him 
who was the Resurrection and the Life ; then in 
|jer despair uttering her one cry, — 

‘ Lord, if Thou hadst been here, my brother had 
not died ! ’ 

The mist of tears blinded Gabriella, whose love 
and faith were as Martha’s. She kneeled down 
and laid l]pr cheek against the coarse hemp where 
it had been wrapped about his wrist? 

‘ Lord,’ she said, ‘ hadst Thou not been here, 
hadst Thou* not heard my prayer for him, he 
would have died ! ’ 



XXlII 

Spring, who breaks all promises in the beginning 
to keep them in the end, had ceased from chilling 
caprice and withdrawals : the whole land was now 
the frank revelation of her loveliness. A-utumn 
— the hours of falling and of departing ; spring — 
season of rise and of return. The rise of sap 
from root to summit ; the rise of plant from soil 
to sun ; the rise of bud from bark to bloom ; the 
rise of song from heart to hearing : vital days. 
And days when things that went away come 
back, when woods, fields, thickets, and streams 
are full of retifrns. 

•= Gabriella was not disappointed. Those pro- 
vident old tree -mothers on the orchard slope, 
whose red -cheeked children are autumn apples, 
had not let themselves be fatally surprised by the 
grbat February frost: their bark -cradled bud- 
infants had only been wrapped away the^ more 
warmly till danger was over. For many days 
now the hillside had been a grove of pink and 
white domes, under each of which hung faint 
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fragrance: the great silent marriage -bells of t^ 
trees. 

After the early family supper, Gabriella, if 
there had been no shower, would take her shawl 
to sit on and some bit of worjc for -companionship. 
She would go out to the edge of this orchard away 
from tfie tut^ult of the house. The hill sloped 
down into a wide green valley winding away 
toward the forest below. Through this valley a 
stream of white spring water, drunk by the stock, 
ran within banks of mint and ovef a bed of rocks 
and moss. On the hillside opposite was a field of 
young hemp stretching westward — soon to be a 
low sea of rippling green. Beyond this field was 
the sunset ; over it flashed the evening star ; and 
for the past few days beside the star had hung the 
inconstant, the constant, crescent of ages. 

She liked to spread her shawl on the edge of 
the orcharj^ overlooking the valley — a deep carpet 
of grass ^sprinkled with wind-blofirn petals ; to 
watch the sky kindle and burn out ; see the 
recluse Evening come forth before the Night and 
walk softly down the valley toward the woods ; 
feel as an elixir abopt her the air, sweet from the 
trees, sweet with earth-odours, sweet with all tSie 
lingering history of the day. Nearer, ever nearer 
would swing the stars into her view. The moon, 
late a bow of thinnest, mistiest silver, now of 
broadening, br^htening gold, would begin to drive 
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the darkness downward from the white domes of 
the trees till it lay as a faint shadow beneath them. 
These were hours fraught with peace and rest to 
her tired mind and tired body. 

One day she was fitting thus, absently knitting 
herself some bleaching gloves. (Gabriella’s hands 
were as if stained by all ‘the mixe^.petals of the 
boughs.) The sun was going down beyond the 
low hills. In the orchard behind her she could 
hear the flutter of wings and the last calls of 
quieting birds. • 

She had dropped the threads of her handiwork 
into her lap, and with folded hands was knitting 
memories. 

* 

At twilights such as this in years gone by she, 
a little girl, had been used to drive out into the 
country with her grandmother — often choosing the 
routes herself and ordering the carriage to be 
stopped on the road as her fancy pleased. For 
in those aristficratic days. Southern children, like 
those of royal families, were encouraged early in 
life to learn how to give orders and to exact 
obedience and to rule : when they grejv up they 
would have many under thenj r and not to reign 
w^s to be ruined. So ‘that the infantile autocrat 
Gabriella was being instructed in this way and in 
that way by the powerful, strong-minded, efficient 
grandmother as a tender old lioness might train 
a cub for the mastering of its dangerous world. 
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She recalled these twilight drives when the fielqli 
along the turnpikes were. . turning green with 
the young grain ; the homeward return through 
the lamp-lit town to the big irqii entrance-gate, the 
park-like lawn ; the brilliant supper in the great 
house, the noiseless movements, the perfect manners 
of the many;^Mr\*ants ; .later in the evening the 
music, the dancing, the wild joy — fairyland once 
more But how far, far away now ! And how 
the forces of life had tossed things since then like 
straws on the eddies of a tempest : her grand- 
mother killed thousands of miles away with 
sorrow^ her uncles with their oldest sons, mere 
boys, fighting and falling together ; tears, poverty, 
ruin everywhere : and she, after years of struggle, 
cast completely out of the only world she had 
ever known into another that she had never 
imagined. 

Gabrielk felt this evening what often came to 
her at times : a deep yearning for her own people 
of the past, for their voices, their ways of look* 
ing at life ; for the gentleness and courtesy, and 
the thousand unconscious moods and acts, that 
rendered them distinguished and delightful. She 
wohld have liked to slip back into the old 
elegance, to have been surrounded by the old 
rich an 3 beautiful things. The child-princess who 
was once her sole self was destined to live within 
Gabriella always. 
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But she knew that the society in which she had 
moved was loSt to her finally. Not alone through 
the viq^situdes of the war ; for after the war, 
despite the overthrpw, the almost complete dis- 
appearance of many families, it had come together, 
it had re-constituted itself, it flourished still. It 
, was lost to her because she had become penniless 
and because she had gone to wdric. When it 
transpired that she had declined all aid, thrown off* 
all disguises, and taken her future into her own 
hands, to work and to receive wages for her work, 
in the social world where she was known and 
where the generations of her family 'had been 
leaders, there were kind offers of aid, secret con- 
dolences, whispered regrets, visible distress : her 
resolve was a new thing for a girl in those years. 
She could, indeed, in a way, have kept her place ; 
but she could not have endured the sympathy, the 
change, with which she would have been welcomed 
— and discarded. She made trial of*this a few 
times and was convinced : up to the day of the 
cruel discovery of that, Gabriellij had never 
dreamed what her social world could be to one 
who had dropped out of it. 

• Her church and the new life — these two had been 
left her. She no longer had a pew, but she had 
her faith, and this was enough ; for it always gave 
her, wherever she was, some secret place in which^ 
to kneel and from which to rise strengthened and 
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comforted. As for the fearful fields work into 
which she had come, a strajQ^..aa(l so&ary learner, 
these had turned into th9:^^[iug,^the living land- 
scapes of life now. HeilT found independ- 

ence — sweet, wholesome kritst ; found another self 
within herself ; and here fouadTher mission for the 
future — ^David. So that, looking upon the dis- 
ordered and planless years, during which it had 
often seemed that she was struggling unwatched, 
■Gahriella now believed that through them she had 
most been guided. When many ^ands had let 
hers go, Qpe had taken it ; when old pathways 
were cloll& 9 t & new one was opened ; and she had 
bfeen led along it — home. 

‘David’s illness had deejsened beyond any other 
experience her faith in an overruling Providence. 
His return to health was to her a return from 
death : it was an answer to her prayers : it was a 
resurrection. Henceforth his life was a gift for 
the second time to himself, to her, ^o the world 
for which he must work with all his powers and 
work aright. ,And her pledge, her compact with 
the Divine, was to help him, to guide him back 
into the faith from which he had wandered. Out- 
sider of prayer, days Ind nights at his bedside ha^ 
made him hers : vigils, nursing, suffering, helpless- 
ness, dependence — all these had been as purest oil 
to that alabaster lamp of love which burned within 
her chaste soul. 


V 
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The sun had gone down. The hudh of 
twilight was descending from the dear sky, in ^hr 
depths of which the brightest stars began to i^^fidur 
as points of silvery flame. The dr had the iNilm 
of early summer, the ground was dry and warfli. 

Gabriella began *to watch. The last dme she 
had gone to see him, as he walked^^ut of the #ay 
back with her, he had sdd : — 

‘ I am well now ; the next time I am coming to 
see you.' Soon, along the edge of the orchd’d’ 
from the direction of the house, she saw him walk- 
ing slowly toward her, thin, gaunt ; he was leaning 
on a rough, stout hickory, as long as*iilmself, in 
the manner of an old man. 

She rose quickly and hastened to him. 

‘ Did you walk ’ 

‘ I rode. But I am walking now — ^barely. 
This young tree is escorting me.’ 

They went back to her shawl, which die opened 
ind spread, making a place lor him. *She moved 
t back a little, for safety, so that it was* under the 
>oughs of one of the trees. , 

How quiet the land was, how beautiful the 
vening light, how sweet the air ! Now and 
l^^en a petal from some finilhed blossom sifted 
iown on Gabriella. 

They were at such peace : their talk wa& inter-^ 
rupted by the long silences which are peace. 

‘ Gabriella, you saved my life,’ 
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‘It is fiot I who have power over life and 
death.' 

‘ It was your nursing.’ 

‘ It was my prayers,' murmured Gabriella. 

‘And you gave me die to get well: that 
also was a great help : without you I should not 
have had thatjiyue will to live.' 

‘ It was a higher Will than yours or mine.' 

.‘And the doctor from town who stayed mth 
■ me.’ 

‘And a Greater Physician who stayed also.’ 

He made no reply for a while, but then asked, 
turning KisTace toward her uneasily : — 

^ * Our different ways of looking at things — ^will 
they never make any difference with you ? ’ 

‘ Some day there will be no difference.’ 

‘ You will agree with me ? ’ he exclaimed joy- 
fully. 

‘ You wyi agree with me.’ 

‘ Do not expect that ! Do not Expect that I 
shall ever again believe in the old things.’ • 

‘ I expect you to believe in God, in the New 
Testament, in the Resurrection, in the answer to 
prayer.’ 

Ufldonot?’ 

‘ Then you will in the Life to come.’ 

‘ But will this separate us ? ’ 

‘ You will need me all the more.’ 

. The light was fading : they could no longer 
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see the green of the valley. A late bird fluttered 
into the boughs overhead, and more petals came 
down. 

‘ It is a nest,’ said David softly, ‘ a good thing 
to go Jiome to, a nijght like this.’ 

‘And now,’ he continued, ‘there are matters 
about which I must constdt you. JCou wfll be glad 
to know that things are pleasanter at home. Since 
my illf^iess my father and mother have changed 
toward me. Sickness, nearness to death, is a great 
reconciler. Y®ur being in the house had much to 
do with this— especially your influence over my 
mother. Nfy father was talked to by the doctor 
from town. During the days and nights he stayed 
with me he got into my trunk of books, for he is 
a great reader ; and — as he told me before leaving 
— a believer in the New Science, an evolutionist. 
He knew of my expulsion, of course, and of the 
reasons. I think he explained a great deal to my 
lather, who said to me one day simply that the 
doctor had talked to him.’ 

‘ He talked to me also,’ said Gabriella. 

‘ And did not persuade you ? ’ 

‘ He said I almost persuaded him ! ’ 
t ‘ And then, too, my’father and I have arraiiged 
the money trouble. It is not the best, but the 
best possible. When I came home from college. 
I brought with me almost half the money I had 
accumulated. I turned this over to my father, .of 
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course. It will go toward making*necessary repairs^ 
But it was not enough, and the, woods has had to 
go. The farm shall not be sold, but the woods is 
rented for a term of years as hemp land ; the trees 
must be deadened and cut doY?n. I am sorry ; it 
is the l^t of the forest of my great-grandfather. 
But with the»pw>ceeds the place can be put into 
fairly good condition, and this is the greatest relief 
to. my father and mother — ^and to me.’ 

‘ It is a good arrangement.’ 

After a pause, he continued* in a changed 
tone 

‘ And now, while everything is pleasant at 
home, it is the time for me to go away. My 
father was right : this is no place for me. I must 
be where people think as I do — must live where I 
shall not be alone. There will soon be plenty of 
companions everywhere. The whole world will 
believe in Evolution before I am an old man.’ 

‘ I thit\lc you are right,’ she said Quietly. ‘ It is 
best for you to go, and to go at once.’ • 

When he ‘spoke again, plainly he was inspired 
wth fresh confidence by her support of his 
plans. • 

‘And now, Gabriella, I must tell you what* I 
have (^etermined to do in life : I want your 
• approval of that, and then I am perfectly 
happy.’ 

• ‘ Ah,’ she said quickly, ‘ that is what I have 
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been wanting to know. It is very important. 
Your whole future depends on a wise choice.’ 

* I am going to some college — to some northern 
university, as soon as possible.. I shall have to 
work |ny way through, sometimes by teaching, in 
whatever way I can. I want to study physical 
science. I want to teach some lyaach of it. It 
draws me, draws all that is in me. That is to be 
my liftf-work. And now ? ’ 

He waited for her answer : it did not come at 
once. • 

‘ You have chosen wisely. I am so ! ’ 

‘ Oh, Gabriella ! ’ he cried, ‘ if you had failed 
me in that, I do not know what I should haye 
done ! Science ! Science ! There is the fresh path 
for the faith of the race ! For the race henceforth 
must get its idea of God, and build its religion 
to Him, from its knowledge of the laws of His 
universe. A million yearfe from now ! ^Where will 
our dark theblogical dogmas be in ^at radiant 
time ? The Creator of aU life, in all life He must 
be studied ! And in the study of science there is 
least wrangling, least tyranny, least bigotry, no 
persecution. It teaches char^, it leads a well- 
ordered life, it teaches flie world to be more kind. 
It is the great new path of knowledge into the 
future. All things must follow whither it leads. 
Our religion will more and more be what our 
science is, and some day they will be the same.’ • 
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She had no controversy to raise with lum abcpt 
this. She was too intendy thinking of troublous 
problems nearer heart and home. 

And these rose before him also : he fell into 
silence. ^ • 

‘ But oh, Gabriella ! how long, how' long the 
years will b« that separate me from you ! ’ 

‘ No ! ’ she exclaimed, her whole nature starting 
ijp, terrified. * What do you mean ? No ! ’ 

‘ I mean while I am going through college ; 
while I am preparing a place for you.’ 

‘ preparing a place for me ! You have prepared 
a place for me and I have taken it. My place is 
with you.’ 

* Gabriella, do you know I have not a dollar in 
the world ? ’ 

* I have ! ’ 

‘ But ’ 

‘ Ah, ^on’t ! don’t ! That would be the first 
time you had ever wounded me ! ’ • 

‘ How can I ’ • 

‘ How could you go away and leave me here — 
here — anywhere — ^alone — struggling in the world 
alone ? And you, somewhere else alone Lose 
thbse years of being togeftier ? Can you even btar 
the thought of it .? Ah, I did not think this ! ’ 

* It was only because ’ 

‘ But it shall never be ! I wfll not be separated* 
from you ! ’ 
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David remembered a middle-aged man at the 
University, working his way through college with 
his wife beside him. His heart melted in joy and 
tenderness — before findreamt-of possibility of life 
with he* so near. I^e could not speak. 

‘I will never be separated from you !^’ And 
then, feeling her victory won, she ^dcd joyously, 
‘ And what I have shall never be separated from 
me ! We three — I, thou, it — go together ! M,y 
two years’ salary — do you think I love it so little 
as to leave it behind when I go away with you ? ’ 

‘ Oh, Gabriella ! ’ ■ 

• • • • • 

The domes of the trees were white witlj 
blossoms now and with moonlight. How warm 
and sweet the air ! How sacred the words and 
the silences! Two children of vast and distant 
revolutions guided together into one life — a 
young pair facing toward a future of wi^er, better 
things for mankind. ^ 

* ‘ Gabriella, when a man has heard the great 
things calling to him, how they call and call, day 
and night, day and night.’ 

‘ When a woman hears them^once, it is enough.’ 
•'Even in this hour Gabriella was receiving tlie 
wound which is so often the pathos and the happi-r 
ness of a woman’s love. For even in these moments 
•lie could not forget Truth for her. And so, she 
sud to herself with a hidden tear, it would be 
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always. She would give him 'her all, she new 
.could be all to him. Her •life would be enfolded 
completely in his ; but he would hold out his 
arms also toward, a cold Spirit who would for ever 
elude him — Wisdom. ^ • 

The golden crescent dropped behind the dark 
green hills of the silent* land. Where were they? 
Gone ? or still under the trees ? 

. ‘Ah, Gabriella, it is love that makes a man 
believe in a God of Love ! ’ 

* David, David ! ’ • 

Tll^^uth wind, warm wth the first thrill of 
, summer, blew from across the valley, from across 
the mighty rushing sea of the young hemp. 

O Mystery Immortal! which is in the hemp 
and in our souls, in its bloom and in our passions ; 
by which our poor brief lives are led upward out 
of the earth for a season, then cut down, rotted 
and brok^ — for Thy long service I 


THE END 


Printed by R, & R. Clark, Limitsd, Edinburgh^ 



THE WORKS OF 


JAMES LANE ALLEN 


^^rioe 6s. 


313th Thousand 

THE CHOIR. INVISIBLE 

BY 

JAMES LANE ALLEN 

ACADEMY. — " A book to read, and a book to keep after reading:. Mr. Allen's gifts 
are many — a style pellucid and picturesque, a vivid and disciplined power of character- 
isation, and an intimate knowledge of a striking epoch and an alluring country. . . . 
The Choir Invisible is a fine achievement." 

ST.^ /AMES’S GAZETTE.^ — “ A book that should be read by allthos^ '*^liO ask for 
something beside sensationalism in their fiction." 

SPECTA TOR.'—^'‘ Marked by beauty of conception, reticence of treatment, and i^ 
has an atmosphere all its own." 

EDINBURGH REVIEW. — ** The book is a real effort of the creative imaginaticpi* 
a real addition to the literature of its country, and one which should serve as a fruitfhi 
and permanent example." 

CHURCH QUARTERLY REVIEW.--** A charmingly swSet and pathetic story. 
... It is long since we met in fiction a more fascinating creation than Mrs. Falconer." 

GUARDIAN. — One of those rare books that will bear reading many times." 

DAILY NEWS. — ** Mr. J. L. Allen shows himself u delicate observer and a fine 
literary artist in The Choir Invisible.” 


Orown 8vo. Price 60. 


THE INCREASrNG PU.RPOSE 

A Tale of the Kentucky Hemp Fields 


{Previously announced as “ The Hempbreaker^) 


Yet 1 doubt not thro’ the ages on8 increasing purpose runs, 

And the thoughts of men are widen'd with the process of the suns. 

Tennyson. 


\In Preparation\ 


THE 


METTLE OF THE PASTURE 



MACMILLAN CO,y who published Mr. James LasepAttetis 
novels The Choir Invisible^ and are pust publishing his new 
s/ofy. The Increasing Purpose, have aof aired the ri^is oJAUf 
earlier books^ and are now ie^ing them. The Kentucky 
Cardinal comes firsts a slight but pretty idyll of courtships 
in which a devotee of Nalure is beguiled from the exclusive 
study of birdSs flowers^ and fruU^s tormented by a pretty 

girl. There is a note of sorrow in the last chapter^ and a birels 
tragedy — the Cardinal 
is a scarlet grosbeak 
— leads tf the^nal 
relenting of the you fig 
lady. Aftermath is the 
idyllic sequel^ which^ 
be^nning with the 
comedies of an engaged 
couple^ leads to a 
graceful picture of 


§ 

Sa6d. 


Globe &VO. Gilt top. 

KENTUCKY CARDINAL 

A STORY 


WITH ILLUSTRATIONS 


88 . 6(1 


Globe 8vo. Gilt top. 

, . , AFTEkMATH 

poetisedmm^e, con- part SECOND OF ‘A KENTUCKY CARDINAL’ 
eluding in the sad 

Crown 8vo, Gilt top. 6a 

FLUTE AND VIOLIN 

Aod Other Kentucky Tales and Romances 


tn 

release by which the 
Ndture - lover is left 
free to return to hie old 
allegiance. Two other 
volumes connected in 
subject are Flute and 
Violin, a book of short 
storiesy and The Blue- 
Grass Region 8f Ken- 
tucky, a series of de- 
scriptive articles re- 
printed from Harper^s 
and The Century. 

Mr. Alletis original 
plan was that with each descriptive article should go a story 
treating of the same subjects thus the story^ The Gentlemap of 
Kentucky, has a ncUural connection with the article entitled Uncle 
Tom at Home. But the correspondence was not maintained 
throughoSty and the fiction and descriptive writing now remain 
separate compartmentSy though in all Mr. Alienas fiction there 
is much true and beautiful descriptiony and it would be har^o 
find description of his untouched by imagination. 

LONDON; MACMILLAN AND CO., Limited 


WITH ILLUSTRATIONS 
Crown 8vo. Gilt top. 6a 

THE BLUE-GRASS REGION OP 
KENTUCKY 

And Other Kentucky Articles 

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS 




MACMILLAN’S 


SELECTED 

SIX-SHILLING 

NOVELS 


SAINT MARTIN’S STREET 
LONDON 
W.C. 



READY IN yUNE 
THE 

INCREASING PURPOSE 

A TALE OF 

THE KENTUCKY HEMP FIELDS 

' r 

(Previously announced as The Hempbreaher ”) 

t # 

By JAMES LANE ALLEN 

AUTHOR OF **THE CHOIR INVISIBLE” 

Like the best of Mr. Allen’s writings, this is a story of Kentu&ky 
life, but in no degree a repetition of anything in his previous books. 
Indeed, the scenes whicl^ form the background of the story’s movement 
have never before been pictured in American fiction. The period is 
that at the close of the civil war, about 1865. All of the d^.racters, 
but in an especial degree the young man and womjvMft::^om the 
interest of the story centres, have felt the upheaval of standards, the 
social and intellectual changes brought about by the war. and ar^ 
adjusting themselves to the new conditions and relations fbrc^ ^^on 
them by the war. Each is the child of a revolution ; she has been 
forced by circumstances from a high social position to obscure hard 
work, which she would not have ]^n free to follow before the war ; 
his form of the new liberty is intellectual, where hers is social, but 
the two streams of revolution run together and act on each other. 


Crown 8vo. 6s. 

2i3<fe Thousand 

THE CHOIR INVISIBLE 

By JAMES LANE ALLEN 

AUTHOR OF ” SUMMER IN ARCADV,” ** A KBWTUCKV CARDINAL,” ETC. 

c ^ ^ . 

ACADEMY , — **Abook to read, and a book to keep after reading. 
Mr. Allen’s gifts are many— a st^le pellucid and picturesque, a vivid and 
disciplined power of characterization, and an intimate knowledge of a 
striking epoch and an alluring country. The Choir Invisible is a find 
adhievement . * ' 

PALL MALL GAZETTE , — ” Mr. Allen’s power of character draw- 
ing invests the old, old story with renewed and absorbing interest « . . 
The fascination of the story lies in great part in Mr. Allen’s graceful 
and vivid style.” 



NOlf^ READY 

Crown 8^. Gllt» top. 6s. 

THE BATH COMEDY 

By AGNES AND ’EG^RTON CASTLE 

AUTHORS OF “ THB PitAE OF TENNirO ” ^ 

SPSCTiTOJi.—" A very live]^ and entertaining comedy.” * 
LITERATURE,'^** Ks pleasant and vivacious f story as anyone 
could wish to read.” 

BLACK AND WHITE , — “ The Bath Comedy in its own class is per- 
fection. ... To analyse its claims is vanity. Sufficient that it is 
•charming, that it has lightness of touch, wit, and, in short, all that a 
comedy ought to possess.” ^ 

OUTLOOK. — *' * Stab me, sir, if I have known a better laugh these 
ten yeijs I ‘ cries Stafford in The Bath Comedy, and ’tis a saying that 
may ser^iOi^raise for the book itself.” 


Crown 8vo. Gilt top. 6s. 

YOUNG APRIL 

• By EGERTON CAS9'LE 

AUTHOR *OF ”TH£ PRIDE OF JENNICO,” ** CONSBQUEMCES,” BTC. 
m 

WITHj^IGHT FULL-PAGE ILLUSTRATIONS 

THE ATHENJEUM , — ** A story filled to overflowing with youth and 
epring-tide. The incidents and the character-sketches are skilfully 
blended, and the impretsion of ^outh, pure and gallant chlorous 
yoAh. is effectively maintained throughout, with the requisite touch of 
pathos underlying the consciousness of the fleeting golden days.” 

THE JTOjRLJD.—** The story is told with a delicacy and verve wholly 
unusual, the atmosphere is chmr^ed with romance, and the characters 
are honest flesh-and-blood creations. . . . Worth reading and worth 
keeping.” • 

PUNCH , — ” Needs no other pictures than those artistically painted 
im words by the deft hand of the author, who is a brilliant colourist and 
n. master of romance. The interest is thoroughly sustained from sUurT 
to finish. •A work highly recommended by the Baron de 



Grown 8vo. Gilt top.* 6s. 

VIA CRUCIS 

A ROMAI^CE OF THE SECOND CRUSADE 
By F. MARION CRAWFORD 

AUTBOy OF " CORLEoitS^" “ A ROMAN SIMGBR," BTC. 

, WITH ILLUSTRATIONS 

75,000 copies have been sold in England and America 

DAILY TBLEGRAPH. — "An interesting and pleasing romance. 
The incidents in this book are most picturesque and original." 

ST. JAMES'S GAZETTE, — A fascinating mixture of history and 
romance. His English hero. Gilbert Warde, is an ideal knight-erraEUt, 
whose fortunes, from boyhood upward, we follow with keen interest 
alike amid the scenes of war and of love. . . . The inc^Jail^re all 
strongly conceived. The book is handsomely illustrated.^ 

GRAPHIC. — A stirring stoty." 

WORLD, — “A beautiful story. . . . The whole is enchanting." 


Crown 8vo. Gilt top. 6s. 

MIRANDA OF THE BALCONY 


By^A. E. W. MASON ^ 

AUTHOR OF **TRE COURTSHIP OP MCRRICB BUCKLER," 

”THE PJfILANDERERS," ETC. * 

ATHENAEUM. — " Mr. Mason’s skill is seen to no little advantage in 
his latest publication. ... A remarkably agreeable sp&imen of modern 
fiction." 

PALL MALL GAZETTE,^'* K story that will delight. ... It is 
a great gift to be always intensely interestiz^. but a gift with which 
every Ksmer of Miranda of the Balcony will credit Mr. Mason. . • . Qne 
of Mr. Mason’s best points is that the reader never sees what is 
coining." 

ST. JAMES'S GAZETTE.^'* Here is a really good sto^ for thpse 
who like their novels to be based on a plot sufficiently intricate to 
'*xerg[se their ingenuity and increase their self-esteem. . . . Mr. Mason 
holds the attention from first to last." 

DAILY CHRONICLE.-^** He entertains us vastly, and holds our 
interest to the end. . . . From every point of view Miranda of the Balcotiy 
u an excellent novel They who begin it after ten o’clock at night will 
not get to bed much before three in the morning — that wecan^romlse." 



A striking H^ttorktil iNovel RevoluHj^ry Days 

^ Crown 8vo. G$lt, top. ^ 1 

RICHARD GARVM 

By WINSTON ‘CHURCHlLL 

AOIBOft OP " niX 8!kr.BBMTY'' 

lllustratti by MALCOJ M fRASER ynd CARLTON 7. CHAPMAN 

Over 840^00Q, eopiw of tips remarkable book have bem lOld 
*ia Engla&d aud America 

GUARDIAN. — “There is much more human interest in Richard 

Cftvel than in the average historic:! novel of the day The book is 

one we can warmly recommend to readers who like to have their 
‘ historical memories freshened by fiction.*’ 

LITERATURE. — “ Has a full and stirring plot. . . . Mr. Churchill 
has gone conscientiously to the original sources for the events and for 
the manners of his period ; and the result is a piece of work creditable 
both to llit i'diubtry and his imagination.*’ 

, THE ATHENAEUM, — “There is a vigorous swing in the way of 
telling the story, and not a little life and movement. ... A lively and 
spirited romance.'* 


Crown 8vo. 6s. 

THE CELEBRITY 

AN EPISODE 

WINSTO*ii CHURCHILL 

AUTHOR OF "RICHARD CARVSL” 

^6^000 co^es havarbeen sold in England and America 

ATHENJEUM. — “ Distinctly good reading. It is witty, and devdjd 
of ofienee to the most sensitive disposition . . . Can be recommended 
to old and young alike." 

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, — “ An exceptionally pleasing novil." ^ 

••NEW YORK INDEPENDENT.-^*^ Etesh, dashing, and etitertaiii* 
ing from ginning to end." 



Crown 8vo. 6s.i 


“WAR TO THE KNIFE” 

Or TANGATA MAORI 

9 

Ry ROLF JBOLDREWOOD 

AUTHOR OF ** ROBBERY UNDER ARMS,*’ ETC. 

SPEAKER, — *' A stirring tale. . . . We are inclined to think that 
War to the Knife is the best story we have had from Mr. Boldrewood 
since he gave us the inimitable Robbery under Arms/* ' 

ACADEMY. — '• A stirring romance.” 

OUTLOOK. — *• Anyone who likes a good story, combined with any 
amount of information on strange lands, should get this bpok.’*^ 


Crown 8vo. 6s. 


A 

ROMANCE, OF CANVAS .TOWN 

AND OTHEI{ STORIES 
By ROLF BOLDREWOOD 
CONTENTS 

A RoiifANCE OF Canvas Town— Che Fencing op WANDARooeiA ; 
A River I NA Reminiscence — ^Thb Governess op’ the 
Poets — Our New Cook: A Tale op the Times — Angels 
Unawares • 

DAILY TELEGRAPH. — “Eminently readable, being written in 
the ^reeiy, happy-go-lucky style which characterizes the more recent 
fictional works of the author of that singularly earnest and impressive 
romance, Robbery under Arms.** 
c DAILY MAIL. — ” As pleasant as ever.” 

GLA SGO W HERA LD. — ” They will repay perusal. ” « 

6 



CrofTn 8vo. Gilt top. . 68. ' 


BABES IN THE BUSH. 

By ROLF'bOLOKEWOOD 

AUTHOR OF “ROBBERY UNDER ARMSf* “THE MIMER*^ RIGHT,** ETC, 

A 

THE OUTLVOK^-^** a livcl^i and oicturesque story.” 

DAILY TELEGRAPH. — “Bristles with thrilling incident.*’ 
SCOTSMAN. — “ So long as he continues to present the life of our 
fl&Uow-subjects in the great colonies in the other hemisphere as he does 
in his latest work, Babes in the Bush, there is little chance of the public 
crying * enough.’ ... It is impossible not^.o become engrossed in the 
fortu^s of the Effingham family.” 


••Crown 8vo. Gilt top. 6s. 

THE ENCHANTER 


By UNA U SILBERRAD 


THE SPECTATOR. — “ Shows unquestioned promise.” 

^A. T. Qdiller Couc^ in THE ^CADEMY says : *' A really fine ^ory 
— afresh, original, and strong— with a hero who is worth following, 
movinj[ on the heights of romance.” 

PALL MALL GAZETTE.—** This is an eminently readable and 
cleverly written book, with much of the root of the mattepr in^t. . . . 
^We find an author who can really stir us with excitement. . . . We find 
one who can conceive real and striking characters.'* 

7 



Grown 8vo. Gilt toib Oft. 

THE CAMBRIC MASK 

A ROMANCE 

By R. CHAMBERS 

AUTHOR OF ‘'AOBBS OF BMPIRS/' BTC. 

‘ ATBENMVM. — ^“The story is the best n^e r^oliect of Mr. 
Chambers'." 

LITERATURE. — ** Holds the reader throughout." 

DAILY CHRONICLE. — "The book is charming and amusing, 
withal: it ripples with light comedy." 

WESTMINSTER GAZETTE.-^** Mr. R. W. Chambers is in most 
respects an admirable writer. He has style and origjpalkky»^e sees 
vividly, goes straight to his point, and dispenses with all tedious and 
irrelevant matter. ... A spirited and stirring story." 


Second Impression. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

ASHES OF EMPIRE 

By R. W. CHAMBERS 

PUNCH. — "A touching story, admirably told." 

"Q." in THE SPEAKER writes: "Told with a note of thrilling 
delicac}^ which is the surprise and triamph of the book." 

SPECTATOR. — "This vigorous and animated romance of love and 
war." • 

DAILY CHRONICLE. — " A very vivid and exciting series of pictutes 
of Par&i dunng the siege." 

DAILY MAIL. — " Mr. Chambers's stirring and virile novel." 



. Cro'^ 8vo. GUt top. 6s. 

DONNA TERESf'A 

* 

By FRANCES ilARY PEARD 

* 

, AUTHOR OP *‘THB CArBSP. OF CL\UDli,’ THE BARONESS/* ETC. 


SPECTA'OIU — ** Axuarmii^ly written story. Teresa herself is so 
attractive a personagi that we inncertily hope to meet her again.*' 

DAILY NEWS , — *' A touching.and original story, with a picturesque 
setting. . . . The situations are (hramatic and powerful." 

ST, JAMES'S GAZETTE , — ** A fine and restrained piece of work, 
far above the level of ordinary novels. The story is strongly imagined, 
sympathetically worked out. and artistically filled in." 

DAILY "A brilliantly-told story.” 


Crown 8vo. Gilt top. 6s. 

VALDA HANEM 

THE RCfMANCE OF A TURKISH HARIM 
s 

By DAISY ftUGH PRYCE 

AutaOR OF “GODOBSSBS THREB," BTC. 

BLACK AND WHITE.—" VaUa Hdium is likely to find favour for 
its ^mirable pictures of flie inner life of a Turkish family. Mis^Pryoq 
writes as one who knows, and the result is charmingly fresh and 
nnhacknejred.'* 

SATURDAY REVIEW,^'*The description of life in a harlm, 
showing both its dreariness and its every-day cheerfulness, is istez^tiag 
and instructive. . . . The P&sha is a delightful person." 

SPECTATOR.^** Very charming." 
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Crown 8vOi 6sft 
/fith Thousand 

THE FOREST LOVERS 

A ROMANCE 

By MAURICE HEWLETT 

< 

^ SPECTATOR.-— ** The Forest Lovers is no mere literary de fores, 
but an uncommonly attractive romance, the charp o^ which is greatly 
enhanced by the author’s excellent style.”* 

DAILY TELEGRAPH. — “Mr. Maurice Hewlett’s Forest Lovers 
stands out with conspicuous success ... He has compassed a very 
remarkable achievement . . . For nearly four hundred pages he carries 
us along with him with unfailing resource and artistic skill, while he 
unrolls for us the course of thrilling adventures, ending, after many 
tribulations, in that id§al happiness towards which every romancer 
ought to wend his tortuous way . . . There are few book^ of this 
season which achieve their aim so simply and wh^e-keartedly as 
Mr. Hewlett’s ingenious and enthralling romance.” 


Crown 8vo. 6s. 


HER MEMORY 

i 

By MAARTEN MAARTENS 

aUTHtfk OF “MY LADY NOBODY,” BTC. 

DAILY TELEGRAPH, — *' Full^of the quiet mce and literary 
excellence which we have now learnt to associate wlm the author.” 

DAILY NEWS. — ”An interesting and characteristic example of 
this writer’s manner. It possesses his sobriety of tone and treatment, 
his linmidity and minuteness of touch, his keennessT of observation. 

.... The book abounds in clever charactef sketches It is very 

•good.*’ * _ . • 

ST. yAMES*S GAZETTE. — “ There is something peculiarly fascinat- 
ing in Mr. Maarten Maartens’s new story. It is one of those 
exquisitely told tales, not unhappy, nor tragic, yet not exactly ’ happy,' 
blit full of the pain — as a philosopner has put it — that one prefers, which 
are^peadc when the reader is in the right mood, with, at least, a subdued 
sense of tears, tears of pleasure.” 

ATHENAEUM, — “Maarten Maartens has never written a brighter 
social story, and it has higher qualities than brightness.” 
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'The* Woirks 

RUDYARd”* kiPLINQ ; 

UNIFORM EDITION 

Extra Crown 8vo. Scar|et cloth. Qllttops. 6s. each 

PLAIN TALES FROM THE HILLS. 

.Forty-fifth Thousand. ^ ^ 

LIFE^ HANDICAP. Being Stories 6f 

Mine U\vn People." Thirty-s'^venth Thousand. 

MANY I^^VENfIONS. Thirty-fourth 

Thousand. 

THE LIGHT THAT FAILED. Re- 

written and considerably enlarged. Thi»*ty-eighth Thousand. 

WEE WILLIE WINKIE, and other 

Stgries. Fourteenth Thousand. 

SOLDIERS THREE, and other Stories. 

• Seventeenth Thousand. 

THE JUNGLE BOOK. With Illustra- 

tions by J. L. Kipling and W. H. Drake. Fiftieth Thousand. 

THE SECOND JUNGLE BOOK. 

With Illustrations by T. Lockwood Kipling. Thirty-fifth 
Thousand. 

“CAPTAINS COURAGEOUS.” A Story 

OF THE Grand Banks, Illustrated by I. W. Taber, Twenty- 
fifth Thousand. 

THE DAY’S WORK. Fifty-third Thousand. 
STALKY <& CO. • Thirtieth Thousand? 
FROM SEA TO SEA. In Two Vols. 

SOLDIER TALES. With Illustrations by 

A. S. Hartrick. Tenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, 65 . 

A FLEET IN BE!ING. Notes of 'Two 

Trips with the Channel Squadron. Fifty-fovhrth Thousand. 

^ Crd^en 8vo. Sewed, is. net ; Cloth, is. 6d. net. 

THE KIPLING BIRTHDAY BOOK. 

Compiled by Joseph Finn. Authorised by the Aufhonp with 
, Illustrations by J. Lockwood Kipling. i6mo, 2 s. 6i. 


MACMILLAN AND CO., Ltd., LONDON 
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Second Impression. Crovn 8vC>. 6s. 


THE GAME AND THE CANDLE 

By RHOD*A BROUGHTON 


OBSERVER , — "The story is an excellent one. . . . Miss Rhpda 
Broughton well maintains her place among our novelists as one capable 
of telling a quiet yet deeply interesting story of human passions." 

SPECTATOR , — " The book is extremely clever." 


Second Impression. Crown 8tr6. 

RUPERT, BY THE GRACE of GOD- 

By DORA ®REENWELL McCH^SNEY 

{ 

DAIlY telegraph. — ••Miss?^ McChesney shows that she 
possesses both graphic powers and imagin^ion in 4he course of her 
story, and those parts of it which are historical are told with a due 
regard for truth as well as picturesqueness." 

ATHENMUM , — ** A singular successful specimen of the * historical * 
^ction«of the day." • , ^ , 

WORLD. — V The reader will rapidly find his attention absorbed by 
a really stirring picture of stirring times." •> 

OBSERVER. — " Miss McChesney has mastered her period 
thoroughly, and tells an attractive story in a very winning fashion." 

GUARDIAN . — '* The description of the flight from Naseby is one of 
real doquence, and profoundly moving. There is brilliancy, insight, 
end feeling in the story." 



8vo. 6s. 

SOLDIER RIGDALE 

# 

How He Sailed wr /ehI "Mayflower/* 

AND How He Served Milfs Standish 

By BEULAH M4RIE DIX 

T * 

ILLUSTlfATEI> S'/ JIEGINAT.D BIRCH 

SATURDAY REVIEW . — “ Miai Dix has unusual power as well as 
consistency in her creation of live characters.*' 

LITERARY WORLD . — *• As regards charafterization and the actual 
composition, Mip Dix’s work is highly satisfactory.” 


Grown 8vo. 6s. 

HUGH GWYETH 

A ROUNDHEAD CUVALIER 

# • 

By BEULAH MARIE DIX 

PALL MALL GAZETTE.--'* A. thoroughly interesting story. . . . 
Weliope it will not be the last of itS kind from the author.’* 
SATURDAY REVIEW , — **We found it difficult to tear ourselves 
• away horn the fascinating narrative.” 

SPECTATOR.--*^ Thm is no gainsaying the spirit and duency ol 
the narrative.” 

LEEDS MERCURY,-^** The boy hero is admirably drawn, and 
stirri^ adirentures are told with uncommon vivacity.** 
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Crown 8vo. 6% 

THE 

ADVENTURES OF FRANCOIS' 

Foundling, Thief, Juggler, and Fencing Master 
« during the f^rench Revolution 

By s. WEIR Mitchell; u.tf. 

% 9 

AUTHOR OF "HUGH WYKNE," ETC. 

DAILY TELEGRAPH . — " It is delightfully entertaining throughcnit, 
and throws much instructive light upon certain subordinate phases of 
the great popular upheaval that convulsed France between 1788 and 
1794. . . • Recounted with unflagging vivacity and inexhaustible good 
humour.’* ^ 

DAILY MAIL . — "This lively piece of imagination is animated* 
throughout by strong human interest and novel incident.” 


Sixth. Edition. Crown 8vo- 6s. 

c 


CHARACTERISTICS 

By S. WEIR MITCHELL, M.B. LL.D. (Harvajd) 

^ ** AUTHOR OF "THE ADVENTURES OF FRANCOIS’* 


SPECTATOR . — " Very well worth reading." 

ST. JAMESES GAZETTE.^*' This charming book.’ 
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'cjrown avo. os. 


the 4 uthor of ‘'Red Pottage, ” “ Sir Charles Danvers^* afc. 

DIANA Tempest 

By MARY CHOi^illONPELEY 

LADY . — ** One of the brl^test noveis of modern life that has ever 
been written.” 

. 'AtHENASUM.—** Miss Cholmondeley writes with a brightness 
which is in itself delightful. . . . Let everyone who can enjoy an 
excellent novel, full of humour, touched wit^ real pathos, and written 
with finished t^te and skill, read Diana Tempest.'' 

• SATURDAY REVIEW . — ** A remarkably clever and amusing novel.” 


SIR CHARLES DANVERS 


|By MARY CHOLMONDELEY 

# 

AUTHOR OF '‘RED POTTAGE,” “DIANA TEMPEST,” ETC. 


SATURDAY REVIEW . — "Novels so amusing, so brightly written, 
SO Tull of simple sense and witty observation as Sir Charles Dawoers oA 
not found every day. It is a charming love story, lightened up on all 
sides by the humorous, genial character sketches.” 

DAILY NEWS. — "Sir Charles Danvm is really a delightful^book;. 
Sir Charles is one of the most fascinating, one of the wittiest figaxes 
thaytdvance to greet us from the pages pf contemporary fiction. We 
met him Vith keen pleasure and parted from him with keen regret.*k ^ 
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By FLORENCE iJONTGOMER-^ f 
Crown 8vo. 6s. each 

MISUNDERSTOOD 

DUfy ^ Dr, WJLBBRFORCE, Bishop ^ IVinchisttr , — •* Read nitundtrsiwod ; very 
touching and tratiiful/* 

FANtTV Fii //{.—** This volume gives us what of all thinjpi is themoit find id 

contemjporary literature— a true picture of child>life.*' ^ ^ ^ 

SEAFORTH 

irOfilO.— **ln the marvellous world of the pathetic conceptions (^4>idtens there 
M nothing more exquintely touching than the loving, loveoseekTing*^ ualoyed child, 
Florence uombey. We pay Miss Montgomery the hlghect compliment within our 
reach when we say that in Seaforth she frequently fhggests comparisons with what is 
at least one of the masterpieces of the greatest master of tenderness and humour 
which nineteenth-century fiction has known. Seaforth is a novel full of beauty, feeling, 
and interest.” ♦ ^ 

THROWN TOGETHER* 

VANifY FAIR. — •* This charifBng story cannot fkil to please.” 

WASHIHGtON DAILY CHRONICLE.— *• A delightful story. There Is a thread of 
gold in it upon which are strung many lovely sentiments.” 

TRANSFORMED ; or, three weeks ih a ufetik* 

SECOND EDITION n 


Crown 8vo. 6s. 

COMIN JHRO’ THE RYE 

By HELEN MATHERS (Mrs. R^ss) 

STANDARD. — ” A clever novel j never dull, and never hangs fire.” 

ATHENASVM. — “There is a great deal of power in Cornin' thro* theWfye, There Is 
originalfiy in the tragic plot, and an unceasinf^ current of fun which saves tra^y 
from becoming sombre.'* 

Crown 8vo. 6s. 

THE FIRST VIOLIN 

By JESSIE FQTHERGILL 

AVTl^OR OF “ PROBATION,** “ KITH AND KIN,’* BTC. 

STANDARD,—^ The storv is extremely interesting from the first page to last. It 
Is a long time since we nave met with anything so exquisitely touching as the 
description of Bugen*s life with his friend Helfen. It is an idyl of the purest and 
noblest simij^icity.^* ‘ , 

DUNifEE A DVERTISER.—"* A Story of strong and deep interest, written by a vigemus 
and cultured writer. To such as have musical sympathies an added pleasute and 
delight will be felt.” 

MACMILLAN AND CO., Ltd., LONDON' 
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